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ſhip 8 — ng Station, Per- 
ſons intruſted with the Ma- 
nagement of Publick Affairs, 
on whom both the Honour 
of their Prince, and the In: 
tereſt, of their Fellow-Sub- 
jeds inſeparably depend, 
have but few Ways of being 
approached to by the infe- 
rior Claſs of Mankind, or 
receiving [thoſe publick Ac- 
knowledgments, which not 
to make; that ſame Happi- 
ns. which we ſo ſenſibly 

derive 
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itſelt Alone : 

"ihe People, 
Ky tine after M er it, 655 
der whatever  enyious Veils 
of Modeſty: 0 11 15 
tue it AH in Hom iow 


muſt: be. my. Excuſe for this 1 
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i HE Has of an P1888 
is 4 MONARCH, the darling 
Subject of Modern Hiſtory; 

who was ar Aſſertor of che 

dont of His Coun 

ho ftruggled ſeveral Years 
agaimt a Rebelliohs Head: 
ſtrong Faction, chat Oppofed 
their own Felicity, out of 

-} obflinate Pri hciple a up 

ſolution oppoſe 
=: mon he He” | broke 
through” 4 Eeagws| as intri- 
|— cately woven a8 the Corchan 

Knot, puſhed on by one 
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Great 
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Gtkat Rnterprize to another, 


The Dedication. ix 


rather through a generous 
Ambition to make that Em- 
pire he conteſted for, Happy, 
than any Thirſt of Revenge, 
to let looſe thoſe Reins of 
Abſolute Power, the Poſſeſ- 
ſion of that Monarchy gave 
him an opportunity of do- 
ing. When at the Height 
of Empire, tho he ruled with 
all che Moderation and Equi- 
ty of a Good King, and a 


True Father of his Country; 


yet even then, thoſe ſnarl- 
ing Sons of Faction, like 
Iſraels ſtubborn Race, de. 


nied their Benefactor, bund 
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Application, and bring the 


our own Times? Indeed 


1s not e in of 1 
. N 0 9481849 


Hurned at at _ rome chey 
ye. * 1111 | * 81 
| I A 


= 1m not __ | World be 
bats titel wich me in the 


Parallel down very near to 


the Similitude would not be 
much amiſs; but Thanks to 
Heaven, the moſt melan- 
choly part of that Hiſtory 
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can offend none but your 
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The Dedication. Xi 
our Country in being bleſſed 
| with ſo zealous a patriot, 

who has bore ſo Large and 
| Honourabie a Share in difli- 
pating thoſe Storms which 
have'thregenedl „ tg ich 


a Blow, np leis fatal than 
that, which France . — | 


in the Peath of her Heya 
0 None _ 

the Great: I an- 
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005 Ot ail, ohr en 


3 „eiu tha Aff ix ah: 11 
| The halj- for otten Chi ai ant D, 
y fhould 1 Sucbaſſort to ſhare \ 


With Cæſar' Feats, or Alexander's Name ? 


When Deeds as great our WOT own, 


Trace all their ſeveral Glories join g 
Our Author g Scene cet 
To ew the Pefett-Model of a King ; 
A Monarch, w  Jamaſtick Brain 
Plann d ce 


F „ Fer 
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e 0 of Empire, 2 the 8 
New A b * 

Diſdain d Unbounded Sa = to Jee 

Himſelf with) Jquy Hier d, A bee, . 


More proud o'er Souls of Liberty to reign, 8 
Than ſuch as court the Whip, or hug the Chain : 
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PROLOGUE. iii 
And yet (Oh conſtant Fate of Men too Good !) | 
Embitter*d Faftion ſcented Hzngy's Blood. _ 
Who knows nm 7 er ret Abe Rees 
Religian is tht O5-—and Biahnir Veods: © | 
Wreghed that Kals Js nun Foie M, 
That the Divinity of Kings is loft ! 
When SubjefFs ſball audacious Schemes advance J. ? 


Sin 
Think not from pary- Steg we Form a View, 


0: as ſhew jon what is true; 
. What Lengths | il-tuto:d P ples Fray rus, 5 
When by one 'Bigat Wherch hys ire Was 4 
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War, 69) 15 


EPILOGU E; 
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REEF a Ixnvasions in the preſent Age, 
OB None have prov'd worſe than thoſe upon the Hage; 
= Where little Rebels til have made pretence 
To ruin Learning, and to baniſh Senſe : 
With Prieſtly Zeal, tho ſhame” d in their Deſigns, 


They fire again, like APA: 5 . 


Firft then, for boteft le begins 

| With a black Catalogue of all your Sins, 

A Troop of French laſt Seaſon won your Hearts, 

Lifting, like Falſtaff *s Men, in hopes of Shirts. 

The. Tumbling Rout and Scaramouch remov d, 
ſquerade your Better Parts improv'd ; 

I Scene of Myſteries, where Nymph at Spark 

Might (eve! indfold,——and yet hit her Mark. 


EPILOGUE. * 


As in the Sabine Days the Roman-Fair 
Mas but a Plot to ſcramble for good Ware; 
This politick Invention ſeems the ſame, 
Whete various Poachers ſpring their various Ga. . 
How oft with Spouſe has met uutknowing Cit, rz 
Both Parties ſatiq d, yet both been. bit ? 785 fg 
So much by Tenorauce your Flames improve, TA 
And all Diſguiſe are but Whets in Love. 
How much more finely your Intrigues are 4d? 40 
Since Jovs begah the Maſqueriiing Trude; | 
He choſe, impolitick, the Husband's Shape; 
Were Moderns to do ſo, —'t muſt be a Rape. 
Pray what Irventions next your Minds engage, s | *. 
To ſteal your Cold, and wean jou from the Stage? 
Shall dear, dear Harlequin from France return, 
And in low Farce. for Paint and Ruſfles burn? 
No, hark! another Foreign Note 1 hear, = ie on 
Italian Nonſenſe trickles thro my Eur? 
Behold unumber'd Beaus and Ladies fock ? 
Subſcribe, as if to Miſſiſippi- Ek. "A 
Go on, and n | 
Bubbles to every Country but your own. | 
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Han, King of Fa pared) ah Mr. Quin. £ 
Prince of Conde, pri Pri W . Md .. 


J to Charlott A. 


Duke of Vendoſnie, 
Natural Son we 


Pileroy, C Couriers, 4 Lo 
9 N ache: 
Montmorency, Father to Charbtea. 6, 85 ee, 10 
The P 8 | — v1 
n Conſpjrators againſt . C. Buleck, 
A French Bi- dhe King. n r 
"mJ ſhop 3; * "1 94 A mort r TY 
ee EntiniGetichT 


Youth, employ'd by . the Prislts 
to murder the ing. 


2 a Creature ol ng; Prince * 


N 4 h 5, Ne 
Frieſts 1 2 AL dien g / 
Charlotta, married to the Prince of) 


Conde, but beloved. by, a in > Mrs. Bullock. L 
love with the King | | 


| Lowiſa, in love with Duke of 
R * 127 Mrs. Biggs. 


= Confidant to Charlotra. Mrs. Gulick. 
N Officers, Guards, and Attendants. 
' SCENE, The Court at Paris. 
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Vendoſme, Villeroy, 
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, 
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00 K back. ye tage 0 of f 
paſt Times, 
* all your mouldy Chronicles of 


Fame, 
On Zing that Aur? Ho 


And Kings thar . 0 4 LEmpings now ut; 
W your vaſt Annals Pu and wand find, - 
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OY 


* or Wars, Fade at the 


2 The geh of 


Of all your · boaſted fay'rite Chiefs of old, 


No o Parallel to Henry: Henn, the World's Wonder, 


he Star that gilds aide che Gallick Sky, the Dread Fol 
f. other Clines, and Glory of his own. 
Vl. Worthily nam'd The Great : in every Work, 
he Duty of a King, this Monarch bears a 
*bejult Pre-eminence, ſtill ſtanding forth + | 
n Godtike Action firft, whether in Arms * 
Furious he ruſhes to the Front of Battle, 
And chains obedient Conqueſt to his Sword; 
Or on his happy Subje A rgely ſhowers 
The milder Trophies of a peaceful Reign. 
Roſuy{Yer are there thoſe, thoſe Venom of a State, 
hurch-Vig pers, ever ſute to ſpite the Beſt, . 
Who ſtrike at his "3450 — and dare 
Suggeſt ill Notions to the cheated Croud, 
Info inuate, Hereſy takes growth too faſt, 
Favour d. by He rf goo: few Remains ; 
Of extirpated Hugon He aten! 
[Where would this month Arbitrary Crew 
Of Soul- enſlaving Hypocrites drive on 
Their bloody FTyrant- Principles of Faith? | 
What glorious Victims of poor martyr'd Ys 
Would theſe ambitious, pigus Butchers * 
To Superſtition, Ignofance, and Pride IF 
Were there not ſome in Power, ay ſome endu 4 
With-Freeborn Souls, and charitable Hearts, 
That durſt ſo well employ the Godlike Truſt, 
As to preſcribe theſe Gownmen proper Bounds, 
And E the holy perſecuting Spirit? 

Veud. Well haſt thou touch'd, Ryſny, the Curſe of 
And the ſeverer Malad K Hane. [Nations, 
Een thro the Heart _ Bowels of our Kingdom, 
The ſpreading Poiſon works its furious way: 

With Grief 2 the Royal Henry ſees, 


Amidſt the Height of Trium bee and Rejoicings,” 
And 


i&or's * 


Sed Wd ed At YA Yi kh Hl ered Ya vi 


nd 


HENRY IV. "of France. 3 


* Peace, the ſweet Reſults of paſt Succeſs, 
poiſon'd Subjects dwindling. Lin his fide, - 
410 pulpits bellowing Venerable L yes 
Againſt the Power that conquer d to protect them. 
Vill. Nor ſtops their Malice there, nor reſt the 


Content to wound him im his Publick State; [Prieſts 
But in the more retired abies of Life, - 


In private Jarrings and domeſtick Feuds, 

The chief Contrivers and Fomenters They. 1 

Baſely to irritate the jealous Queen, 

His every Action is ſet. forth to lignt ; 
With falſe Remarks, and aggravated Blackneſs: , +} 

His Gallantries, his Loves, or {light Intrigues,. 

Bear the worſt Comment Envy's curſt Invention 


Can brand the Royal Name un _ dert * 
Debaucheries and Luſt. 


Roſm. Tis true, he bears 

A Breaſt; that ſteel'd to every Wound WORE 7 
To Love and Beauty's earlieſt Summons an 117011 
But yet, tho for a while he gives a looſe 
To each rebellious Faculty of Love, 
He can at will retract the ſlacken d Reins 
Mount from the downy Joy to Empire's Height, E 
And bravely. ſummon back the Monarch's SI E 


ws 
10 3:0 1 


As if he made thoſe Paſſions ſerve as Shades, 


To ſet the nobler Actions of huis Life 


Our to a fuller Light, and ſhew Mankind. 

That as he rules the Tributary Globe. | 
With equal Power of Soul he rules himſelf. 
But ſee the haughty Prelate, and the Popes 
Remarking Nuntio; this way they ſeem bent: 


Let us mod their r Church-Ditloalaion 4 
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Biſh. | Hare . the Griss ances Ter rt 
In your Common from the Holy See: 
And truſt me, Brother, with a Cinar@hmah's en, 
A wartveſenting Heart, ay ſuch a one, | 
As Rome When injur'd ges her great Avengers. | 
Nami Strikes it net deeply on a er pen 8 1 
To ſee h mighrieſt Attribute he Balis, 1 
Inta'libility, lo Nightly made of, H 
Exploded by a Lay Self-judpine: Crow, 4 
The holy 1dafling“ Sweets of Prieſthocd: lot; a 
Auro Avehoreg and Profit i!! 07 
That ought: to liſt ds up above the Run 5 
Of common Men / difmerybred from our Office 2 
Would it det call for Vengeance up in Stones 7 
Shall We be then inanimare and mute 
Senſiefs f Wrongs, ungctive in Rechgr | 
We muſtz we will redreſs it; and by Means A 
Thar ſhall effect the*Retnedy or ſompußm 
Or plunge All Eure tw the- general Ruin. 
Bifh. Spoke with che Spirit of a Son of Br [2h 
Oh how it warms'thefs winter wither'd Veins, 
Glads this ofd Heart, chat droop'(# e Pride, 
At the mulignant lojuries our Church, 
And Me, its Venetable Chiefs, nde; 10 / 24 
he Innovations this pernicious Weed _ 
Of Hereſy, this Thinking Reaſoning Tribe 
Makes day by day unc ald. unreprov'd ; 
Fo fee we yet have Champions like 2: ſelf 
rad 'd aſpiring Souls, that dare Hand up 


15909007 nue * 31 70 | 
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HE NR T IV. of Wunce 8 


In brave Defiance to a Rebel Age. [througl 


Nunt. The State is ſiek, e bean 
Whilſt from the-Head'che Malady proceeds 
Say nov then, ſince we have tracd the Sus 
To ſtop the: Progreſs * 106 the growing l tA 
'The Cure muſt beat ed em the Head? 11 by 2 


Biſb. Thy Words too plainly ingimate thy T hough 
And bear the Truth and: 1 of "thy Soul, wx; 
J join in thy Opinion, as I fWear 4 


By all that Prielts hokÞgeareſt; Weakh and Power," 
By all the Hopes and: Sweerneſs enge, 
Jo join in an _ Enterprize' propos d. . . 1 
'To maik the Prieſtij Honour, and to cut 
From Earth, Top; Root, and Branch, this Rival Ses. 
Mun. What honeſt nealous Catholick reflects,” 
Bur with the ſtrongeſt Violence' of (5,488 hay + 
On that for ever memorable Day, # 4 
When ar rhis Henn 's Wedding, by che Sword ITY 
Of Pibus Leaguers, at one deft 'd Hour, N 
Two Hundred Thouſand of this curſed Race 
Met with a glorious unexpected Banquer, 2 
Lay drunk and floating in each other's Blood, 
One common Victim to the Rage of Rome? 
Bib. O Heatt-reviving. Scene? O. great Remem- 
Such ever be the Doom, and ſuch the Fate [brance! 
Of that infa that repugnant Tribe | 


Of unconforming Hereticks, who dare 


Set up malignant Notions of their own); 
And whom our injur'd Church marks out for Ven- 


Oh!] to compleat the Fortune of that Day, Lgeance: | 


Conclude their Ruin, and our own Revenge, 
At What a Price, what Hazard would 1 purchaſe 


A new, like that, auſpicious bloody Hour. 
To make the Holy Maſſacre entire, © GG 


- 1 
# 4.4 


: And i vg away the Gleanings of che 1aftr 


ightly obſerv'd, and piouſly reſolv d; 
There mult be yet a fecond _ of Vengeance, | 
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Guben repar d and bloody as the firſt, 20 7 
here prov Qverſight of credulous by!) 
This perjur d Ham, chis Apoſtate King, 


Von d with a ſeign'd Remorſe, and faithleſs Hear, 
An unſincere Converſion to our Church; f 
And thus (Oh damn'd ſuccesful Artifice! )- 
Surviv'd the Fate and Slaughter of the Day: 
Yet will we drive hi to [This Venge of- Fre, nA 
High as he ſtands in Empire ſt fenc'd 

a ſucceſſive Chain of proſperbus Guilt, 42 th 8 
=— dleſs of Harm, * in himſelf ſecure, 1 
Him with the Refuſe of his Tribe rette, 
A bloody grateful Sacriſice ti Rome TN 


Fhus all our dreaded Injuries atone; e 
Prevent the future, and revenge the paſt. ics | 


Biſh. Since thus our Thoughts are mutual to ads 
Our mutual Intereſts, and the Church's Power, 


Here break we off, to ſome more fate Retreat, 
Where Plots take birth, and deep- laid Preaſons thrivez | 


There) AN. the friendly; Gloom: of ſecret. Night, Lor 
Concert ſecure this Boly Grand Affair. e M 
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. Charlotra and Alicia 
102 


A. TT. hull not be; e eee 

This auſpicious Countenance, of Sorrow, þ. 
Put ill becomes the Prince of Cunde's Bride, 

Now at thoſe Minutes, when each happier "Thought 


* een with greedy Hopes of Promis d Trans- 


"ry 


Each Look; each Feature ſpeak rhe Soul? Come | 
2þ Put 
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To welcome and receive th” expected Joy. 


2% / A A ct ref Goacds 


Heres to ic end ſet apart for. Joy, 


HENVRIT IV. of France. 


Put on the molt inviting Form of Love, 41 


7 


Char. That Joy, Alicia, is for them alone, 
Whom Providence points out the happy Pair, 
Where mutual Paſſions in one Current join, 
Where of itſelf, unbiaſs' d, unconſtrain d. 
Almighty Love the faithful Union ties, rol 
Tranſmits to each kind Breaſt its ſocial 'Heaes, 0 
One Heart, one Soul, one Thought, _— one Deſire 
'This, . my Alicia, this is/ Joy indeed; "YI 
Such Joy, alas! as I muſt never hope. off F 
If a vaſt Hoard of ever-ſpringing Boers, Nt 
Is the bleſt Portion of the Bridal Bed; 1 
Such is the cruel Doom of Heaven and Fare, it 
A bitter Hoard of! Wretchedneſs is _— ; 
Wedded to Pomp, yet wedded to Deſpair. 

Ali. Theſe are indeed the Plainings 12 Deppe, 5 
Aocents of Woe, but Accents ſuiting il! 
Charlottais better State, and whiter: Hours. 
Forgive me, Madam, "why do you withdraw, 79 
With ſullen Aſpect, and with griet-ſwoln Heart, ' 4 
From all the Pomp and Fasan of the 4 : 41 
Th' Amuſements of Society and Marth, // 
To mingle with Affliction, and indulge: } 
Ur ary Thoughts, and cauſleſs — > 
Char. Beware, beware, nor q — 
3 drive me by Refle&ion to ex 114 

oo deep the burning Anguiſh eee. 15 il 
Hah! didſt thou — cauſleſs? Bar to 7 
Unconſcious of the Smart, _ . d 
Seem cauſleſs and unneceſſary too | 
But I will tell thee, for I think: . rt fl. 
No, rather let me bury in this Breaſt, 
From thee, and all the buſy cenſuring World. 17 
The curs'd Heart- ſtabbing Cauſe, — on chis Day, _— 
This Day of Marriage, that ſhould-ever de 3» 


F+1 
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| 8 Katt The Tragedy: : of - EI 
Wich furious Griefs engroſſes all my Soul, 
And turns me looſe amidſt a Hell of ds, v a 
Ali. Then if Alicia ever yet was 3 u. 
Worthy: to bear à pleaſant ſociah Share, = 
IThro every: gayer Scene of kinden Fate, 
Now, Madam, make me Partner- of the bad, 9121 v7 
Leave me not out a Stranger to your Sorrows 3. 1A 
Diſcloſe the Cauſe, that I may know to cure, ab 
Or learn ar leaſt to grieve-and mottrn like vom 
Char. "Tis kind, Alicia yes, I will to thee, 
Tho neither thou, nor I, nor all the World. 
Nor Reaſon's Virtue, nor Phyſician's Skill, U 
Can bring me Aid; yes, to thy faithful e ori; l 
Iwill unboſom all the horrid Load, 21 gn 
And in the ſad Narration find à ſhort 197 10 * 
Deluſive — — Auuſement Hard ang Pain. 
Oh Henry] He * 
- Ali. Heavens! does ſhe l King 2 Ehe 
Char. The King the Great, the Godlike King of 
The foremoſt Champion in the Field of War, 
The brighteſt;Courrier, and the ſofteſt Lover, 
That ever proſtrate bow d to Beauty yet. 
Ali. Where can this end? har means this fram- 
tick Grief? | 
Char. Yes; him; ohis King, nd ut hundred tis 
Have I beheld with Pity, Pride, and Joy, N 
With bended Knee, and ſupplicating Tears, | 1 
In ſhort-breath'd: Accents of impatient Lows! þ 
Adore theſe deify d, now wretched TY 22H 4 
And languiſh for a Smile. Nada 1 
Ali. Alas! what Hopes i992 d 
Could you propoſe from this Great, Monarchs Lore f 
Char. Hopes I had none, nor ever durſt receive 
The flattering Thought of unexpected Bliſs : - 
Tis true, for {ure our Paſſions are no Sins, 
Or if they are, what Virtue can prevent 
The furious Struggles of inclining Nature? ?7 4 


* 

þ 
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So well, ſo long he pleaded, that his Love, | 


Upbraids my lawleſs Thoughts, and; guilty Heart. 
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Rais d by degrees an equal Warmth in me; 
From hence Gharktta's Miſery dates its birth ; _ 
Both lov'd, both wiſh'd, yet ſentenc'd to Deſpair 4 
So far unknowing what it did, my Soul 
Harbour'd the dangerous Guell, the Royal Foe: 115 
But when he farther preſs d his fatal Suit. \ 
Then Modeſty and Honour were my Guards; 
I vow'd in preſence of the raging ing e, 
I never would admit the impious op. 
Ali. Oh what a Train of Woes have you Trepar 'dl 
Why, conſcious that your, Heart was thus iſpos d, 
Would you conſent to give the Prince your Hand ? 
Char. That, that's the Gurte that hangs upon my Soul, 
What could I do? a hapleſs Wretch I ſtood, | 
Drove out from! Hope, trom Anchor, and from Nos 
Of Conduct void, — deſtitute of Friends, 
My Mind at war, my Paſſions all my Foes; 
What then could I decline, or What reſolve? 
Once to myſelf I ſwore, (Oh dire Remembrance 1 
Since I ſo ſoon have violated al! 
'The ſacred Obligation) tho harſh Laws 
And Honour's rigid Rules forbad the reſt, 
Still to preſerve my Virgin Heart the Nas ON 
And ſince it was not doom d that I ſhould live 
Enjoy'd by him, die unenjoy'd at all. 
Ali. But fince at laſt Neceſſity demands 


* 


A juſt Obedience to your preſent Fate, 


Make uſe of the Occaſion that preſents 

'The happy Means of Freedom and Content. 
Char. Miſtaken Notion ! that can never be: 

What, change a fierce Antipathy to Love? 

Turn Chains to Freedom, Sorrow to Content? 

Bid me extract from mortal Poiſon Life, 

Make Time roll back, and Seaſons paſt return, 


Give Laws to ey to Winds, or Beaſts of Prey ; 


E432 'C Far 


1 The 7 Wedge gut 


Far leſs Impoſſbilities than that. 
Content is loſt to me, let me prepare 
To welcome Miſery In its hi gheſt Pomp: 
Could Providence ſtand pitileſs, and ſee 
A rigid Father with a Tyrant-Frown, 
On pain of Diſobedience, and the Threats 
Of a Paternal Curſe and Exile Fate 
Awe his devoted _ hter to a Match 
Adverſe to Choi ature, or to Love? 

Ali. Yet howſoe $ 7 5 diſconterited Heart 
Brooks this unequal Match, it much behoves, 
That you confine your ſecret Murm' rings there, 
And well diſguiſe your outward Form with Shews . 
Of falſe Affe tion and diſſembled Gladneſs 
What may the Prince conclude, when once he finds, 
Inſtead of willing Charms and blending Be, 
4 mourning Conſort and a Bed of Tears? | 

Char. For pity urge no more the ſhocking Subject 3 
The Prince is loving, generous, and great, 

And well deſerving of a better Wife; 

But we were never pair d for one Embrace. 

Oh Virtue ! Virtue cannot ſay I err, 

Is it my Crime our Souls do not agree, 

Nor our Affections meet? let Heaven that ſaw, 
And, not preventing, ſeal'd the fatal Marriage, 

Stamp i it no Came. or make that Crime its own. - 
Bur hold, my Lord, the Prince of Conde waits, 

And a Bride” Duty fummons me away, 
'To falſe * and Wurd Woe. 4 

' {LExeunt. 
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On 


— 
SCENE IW. 2 


The King , Duke of Vendoſine; Bouil- 
lon, Villeroy, Romy nigh 5 — 
ann. 


King. Tr the Reſolves' of Council, in reply 
To his ill-grounded Jealouſies, return 
Wich duteous — and with kingly Greeting 


The Grievances he mentions are too ſlight, 
Unworthy of our Caution or our Dread, 2 
Rather on falſe Inſinuations rais d, I 
Unjuſt Chimeras of a Bigot Mind, NU n 
Than any threatning Cloud of feal Ii: 
The Enemies he points at are ſuppreſs d, 

Cruſh'd with a Victor-Hand, — Pride bd; 5 — 
Each but ſuſpected Hugonot depriv'd | Ins! 15 

Of Means, Support, Alliances; or Power, 

To make a ſecond Head, or new Attempt 

Againſt Ourſelf, our Empire, or our — 


His Goods ſequ eſtred, and his Conſcience mk} won 


Nunt. Yet muſt our Church nc and 42 wo, 


Oft bad Adminiſtration from the 


Of ſome corrupted biaſs'd Men in Power, | 
Who too 'remiſly partial, ill obſerune 
To put in proper Force the Penal Laws 
"Theſe are the Foes we dread, and _ there ae, 
Strong in the Favour of your Ro 


The Chief in Council, all the 7 * in Tut 


King Hah !- here is Prieſtly Inſolence deed! a 
"0 2 : - Does 


on yy . _—_ - 
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Dont y your Commiſſion run ſo far _ this, 

To challenge me, my Council, and my Friends, 
All in the elit of Aur Hereticks, 

Foes to the Church, and Traytors t to the State? 


Have I through War's Fatigues, thro * of * N 


ro. long Series of approv'd:S 
Cur out 9 e e e aſſage to e dd 0 


League on 
— with Laurel to the Royal, Hei She. 
To wield at laſt a Tributary Sceptre, , 
Dependant on a Tribe of ſaucy Prieſts ? | 
Num. Your Majeſty: miſconſtrues my Intent, 
And does my true and honeſt Meaning wrong. 
King. No, ſubtle Gownman, hood-wink'd as you 
Blind. at this Height, I ſee into you all; [think me, 
I know. your Talents, Paſſions, and Deiigns, 1 
Your Views, your Malice, Arrogance, and . 
Your Thirſt for Power, and Itch of Perſecution: 
But you ſhall find no Pageant- Tool! in me, i 
Fo In your idle Quarrels on on myſelf, 2 
perpetrate the Miſchiefs you contrive. 
2 Now ee is ſheath d che World 


With jealous Wonder, and a rival Dread, [ſurveys 


Our Nation from the Heat of Party-Rage, 
The Wounds of Faction, and a Civil Sword, 
Rais'd'by a Gracious Monarch's ſovereign Balm, | 
Strong | from their Wounds, and mighty from Nan, 
High as young rais d the Roman State, 
Wien Loſs 4 Defeat upon Defeat, 
And Cange*s Slinghtet made > Sh Bulwark take, © 
Their Rival Empire rr each Heart grow faint, , 
Their Counſels waver; and their Armies qroop: 
Who dares fament, when Herry thus declines 
* kindle dying Embers to new Ra — 

nd bids the Sword of Perſecution | 


King," Yes, theſe grave Cheats, — 0 Fire- 
£3 
3,6 To 


EX A} brands here, 


gue Was form'd te bar my Way, 
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To keep the Edge of Diſcord ſtill unſheath'd, 

Would have me wage my War upon Mens Minds, 
Attempt abſurd impracticable Schemes, 

Make Reaſon yield by Force, and Ew conform. 
What Luſtre can Religion deign to take, | 
From Practices her Tenets diſallowWwꝰ?ꝛ - 
Thoſe may uſe Terrors, who diſtruſt their own 
Illegal Conduct, and a murmuring Land, 

Whilſt Henry aims to make his Subjects his, 

By Choice, not Dread; free Love, and nat R 


Leet other Monarchs make their Actions have” 

In brazen Columns, or recording Stone; 

Let for a while the Pageant Figures ſtand 

Proud in the Labour of the Sculptor's Hand; 

By nobler Means would I ſurvive in Fame, . 

Dn more ſubſtantial Pillars grave m Name 

Be this the deathleſs Pyramid I rai | 

dy Wa 8 Oe and = 4a s Praiſe. _ 
_ [Exod 
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Dukes be Vendoſme and Bouillon, 
— GTIE each wi, E 


: 1 | os 


1 1 vel, my 101 ly, my Fiend, 
EE ee the Krön ies of Man! 


EL. % ae 6s Harmony ' of II ; 


A League contracted in the 5 Gare 

Of undeſigning Innocence and Youth, 

Still growing ſtrong and ſtronger by 

As we advanc'd in Years, and aber to nd; 


Earneſt I ſought thee out, to pay in full 


Bovillon's lawful Claim to Veudoſme* Thoughts, 
And in revealing give thee half my Joys. 

Bowil. Oh laviſh Frankneſs of an honeſt Mind! 
Such ever be the Greetings When we meet, 
Such the Endearments of our ſocial Hearts, 
Muſick the Sound, and Happineſs the Theme. 

Vend. Muſick more rich, more raviſhing than all 
Nhat Voice yet echo d, or the Artiſt's Touch 
Call'd forth melodious from the ſounding Strings, 
1 thy Vendeſme s Ears: Louiſa's kind, 
ye's my Friend; the beauteous grateful Maid 


wes my t Heart, and hears * Vows; 
In 


The dreadful Foamings of impriſon d Fury. 
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In e Part I read my deſtin'd Bliss 
— her Eyes, and in her Words Succeſs. 

Bowil. Louiſa, ſaid he? Heaven! could there be 
Another Bolt of Thunder fierce as thi bound 
'To tear my cracking Heart- ſtrings chroknd thro, 
To ſtagger Honour's unſuſpecting Fait n, 
And ſhake the Fortreſs of the belt-arm'd Virtue? 
Loviſa | | {rs ARS | C5 | 

Vend. Why, ' Bowilon, why, my Friend. 
This ſudden Change of Body, Form, and Mind, 
"Theſe furious Starts and Sallies of the Soul, 
That thro thy Eyes diſcloſe the War within? 
Why gloom'ſt thou downward thus with Look malign? 
Or meet my 'Tidings with a Face of Joy, 


With equal feeling Warmth, and friendly Raptures, 


Or I may elſe take in the Traytor Thought, 
Wrong thy juſt Heart, and judge * Silence Envy. 
Bovill. Down, ſwelling Anguiſh of a jealous Mind: 
Howe'er they rage, I muſt, I muſt ſuppreſs * 
Theſe, Throws, theſe Strivings, and theſe gnawing 
That like reluctant ſubterraneous Fires, {Pangs, 
Working for Birth, and ſtruggling to be looſe, _-- 
Diſdainful of their Check, ſhoot all around _ _ + 


| 2 27 
Vend. Now, on my Soul, this Uſage is 2 
As much unworthy Vendoſme to receive, 


As ſtill to ſhew, ungenerous in thy ſelf. 


Boil. Furies and Hell ! Be ſtill, this Mutiny ! 
What ſhall Invention form, or 'Thought reply ? 


I love, but now to own would be too late, 


o 


And but add Pain to Pain, Lowiſa too : 

Vend:ſme forgive this Negligence of Friendſhip, - 
A Heart ſurpriz d, and wandring from itſelf. 
Death! how ſhall I goon? Diſſembling il! 
Suits the reſenting Heats of Rival Love. 17 
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Viend. Sure theſe imperſect Breaks, theſe Starts and 
Speak ſome uncommon Cauſe. © + [ Pauſes; 
Boni. Louiſa, faid you? ay 

Does ſhe, (O fatal Generoſity!) [ Afrde, 


Wich kind believing Pity hear thy Vows, | 
Approve thy well-paid Sighs, and warm thy Hopes ? 
Does ſhe incline to love? then art thou bleſs'd d 
Beyond the Miſer counting o'er his Bags, wok 
Beyond, the Raptures of the cloyſter d Maid, 
When in the fervent Zeal of midnight Prayer, 
She ſoars to Realms of Bliſs, and talks with Angels; 
Such Bleſſings haſt thou found, as only Love 
Succeſsful as thy own, can picture true, 
Or Lovers blending in the Act of 'Tranſport.- * 
Vend. Bouillon, now thou mak ſt a full Amends 
For all the ſilent Coldneſs of Delay: * 10 
Such was thy Fendoſme s Bliſs, when laſt I ſaw her, 
And ſuch again attends my quick Returnz - —_ 
Jo talk and vow, and ſigh away our Souls: { 
Believe me, Friend, and judge from thence my Faith, 
Een now I put a Force upon my Paſſions, 
From all the Fondneſs of a mutual Flame, 
J ſtole away, to ſhare it with my Friend; 
But Abfence now feems long, Love checks my Stay, 
I muſt take leave, its Summons to obe, 
Jo meet the kind inviting Maid again; 
Lovers count Time by Wiſhes, Joy, or Pain. 
1 e Vend. Nee, | 
Boüillon ſolus. 24 p 


1 Bouil. Now take thy looſe my Soul, ſhoot forth thy 
| And pour out thy Variety of Horrors: {Burthen, 
Why did I curb this inward Shock fo long? 
Why with this coward Silence did I brook 
Lowiſa's yielding, and a Rival's o,, 
And not avow the Birthright of wy Flame, | 
And fierce diſcharge my Tortures half on him, . 
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The curs'd, the happy Vendoſme? Ill-plac'd Rage? 
Vendoſme 1s blameleſs and Louiſa too; 
My ſelf the only Wretch: with open Heart vel 
His undeſigning Virtue told me all, - 
And call'd me in a Partner to his Pleaſures; ' | 
Thus in this Miſt of Thought, of Doubt and Woe, 
I know not what to wiſh or to reſolve, ' - © 
Still to purſue this Paſſion wrongs my Friend, 
And to ſuppreſs it, more than — my ſelt; 
Here ever grows the Shelve, where F i ſplits, 
Myſterious Paſſion, potent to create 
The fierceſt Torment, or the fierceſt or? t 

19 xit. 
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SCENE 
Prince of Conde and Roſine:_ 


Prince. THIS was the Day; Rofine, the viſh'd-for 
Da 

My greedy Soul had treaſur'd up ſo long, 
And in contracting Fancy half poſſeſt, 
To blot out every blacker Hour of +" 
And pay with double Intereſt of Joys, 
Courtſhip's dull 'Toils, and Expectation's Pangs ; 
The Day is now arriv'd, but how unlike 
That Day deceiv'd Imagination form'd ! 
Charktta too is mine, and yet not mine; 
Oh jealous Grudgings of a love-ſick Mind! 
What tho her Hand, her Father, and the Prieſt 
Confirm'd her mine by Law, the ſtronger Law, 
Of Inclination diſannuls the Tie, 
And ſtill with-holds her Heart. 

_ Rofine, Have you 2 


1 


30 


Aught 


Auch ol ſubſtantial Sorrow, aught beyond 
Th' affected Scruples of a bridal Quamm 
Prins Too many damn d convincing ſhocking 
Of a diſpleas'd, an alienated Heart, [ Proots 
This day have I receiv d; for e'en but now, | 
4 at the Altar, ſide by ſide, we ſtood, 
o hear the Marriage-Ceremonies read; 
When as the Prieſt advanc'd to join us one, 
A ſudden Trance ſurpriz d the ſwooning Maid, 
A livid Pale thoſe Cheeks that ought to ſhew 
The gl&ving Beauties of a wiſhing Bride; 
Her d, her Heart, and ev — ſpoke 
A ſtrong Reluctance to the hated Act. [Cauſe 

Rofine.'There muſt be then ſome more than common 
To you unknown, that works her Paſſions thus; 
Perhaps her Soul (bur let not me ſuggeſt 
The Sms Thought) might be engag'd before. 
Prince. 1 would not bave this Jealoufy take root, 
And ant the Confirmation; of the two, 
Both-Rocks to Peace, and Curſes of the Mind; 
The Knowledge, or Suſpicion of a . 
The Knowledge is the leaſt ; and here a Wrong, 
As much I doubt there is, ſtrikes deep indeed: 
But ſince to live in doubt, is to go thro 
A direful Load of complicated Tortures, 

To ſcorch in Flames, to grind upon the Wheel, 
And to be flea d with Strokes of Iron Rods, 
Oh: all-diſcerning Heaven! if Mercy be 

The glorious reigning Attribute above, 

Solve me this Riddle and explain my Fate. 

Rofine. Then as a Man, ſupport what I reveal; 
Thus hear your Doubts explain'd : and long e er now 
Had I with zealous Duty told you all, | 
And ſtopt thoſe ſad Events that may enſue, 
If fooner I had known the fatal 'Truth. 
Charlotta is the King's, at leaſt her Heart; 
This very Hour I heard it from Alicia, 
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The Cabinet of all her inmoſt Counſels, 
Whom for your ſurer Service have I won 
By a pretended Courtſhip, to diſcloſe | 
: be Secrets of her Houle. 

Prince. Rofine, I thank thee 3 ' + 
Now thou haſt made me what I wifh'd to 8 
Rather than ſtarve in doubt, a knowing Wretch ;'_ 
I know the Wound, but who can = Zu the Cure? 
Here is indeed a Plot concerted Well Jod 
Againſt my Faith, my Honour and my Peace, 
The Ki Char lutta, and her Father too. 
All, all Confederates: is't not fo, Rane? 

Rofine. The King, no doubt, is ignorant of your 
As Montmorency may perhaps be {till Marriage, 
Of the 8 $ 2's Paſſion, or his Daughter's Guilt. 

Prince. No, Montmorency knew the curs'd +077 | 
And choſe out me an Inſtrument to sxreenn 
His Houſe's Scandal, and his Daughter's Shame: 
Was this his Reaſon? nay, he counſell'd well, 
Our Marriage might be ſolemnized thus 0 
I'th* dark, — ſecret from the Eye of Light. 
Now as I doubt not but the precious Sin 
Has been repeated o'er and o er again, 
The amorous Monarch now may revel de. 
And feaſt on Beauties at another's'Coſt, 

Rofine. Lou carry your Suſpicions on toa "ON 
To your own Torture only, having yet | 
No Confirmation of the King's Succeſs, 10 
4 t archer than his Hope. iy [avi avis UT 

rince. I never yet, Mat 21 
Tis true, ſurpriz'd them in ben very Fact; 
But if our Thought can ſee, or Reaſon judge, 

I have ſufficient Proof to make me mad: 

Shall I fig then thus patient with Diſgrace, 
And like a tame believing doting Husband, 
Careſs a faithleſs Beaut > m 2 Fra 

Who 1 in the * nk 57 of Enj joyment, 
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20 -— The Tragedy of - 
Shall in her own laſcivious abſent Thoughts 
Beſtow her laviſh/Raptures on another? 
Rofine. My Lord, my Lord 
Prince. Nay, do not interrupt me now,” 
When I would give my Madneſs all its Reins ; 
Patience, my Soul diſdains its Stoick Maxim, 
The Coward's Virtue, and the Knave's Diſguiſe : 
Oh V or * me all, bi we wholly thine. 
Let thoſe ſuſpend Revenge, and bury. Wrongs, 
Whoſe Gooch Lade ug napt for nobles Views, 1 
Can live on diſtant e pauſe oer Miſchief; 
Let thoſe be mute, .w Sol Bliſs is Ignorance, RH | 
By Prieſtcraft preach'd into a fooliſh/Virtue, © 
And patient 'cauſethey know norwhenthey*reinjur'd.. 
Rofine: Would you have Juſtice? calmly rhen reſo 
Upon the Means that will effect it beſt, 
Nor hurry raſhly on you know not COT bn 
Firſt judge, then execute: 3H er 
Prince. Let Fools contpive, e, ; 
And coward Stateſmen weary chat long Mes - 
In planning Dangers that they dare not face, 
And gain Applauſe from 7 Counſe ls 
The Great but think of Glory or Revenge, [153 ZR Ft 
And make them both their own Yes, yes, Rofixe, 
With open Heart I bog the mighty Thought. 
Roſine. I muſt him nearly, to ee | 


Whate'er his Fury raſhly may attempt. Aſide. 
Prince. Since they have rais d this Monſter in my. 
I'll give its Range to the deſtructive Gueſt ; Breaſt, 
Let its reſenting growling Rage go unn, 
e the We * Der by mT der * 
xeunt. 
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Vece gg Rr King, 10 
Tho every View. of Danger be far of 1 
Far as the waty: Mind: of Peace could: gs 34 
His martial Spirit takes not the Alarm oe 
From arming / Ernees or combining See. 904 
Is grown at laſt diſtruſtful of himſeſt -)  »- - 5 1 
Vil. But whende cn it pro d · 


King. To tell thee that.. 1 
Would be to ſnew any Pictute throa Glass 
With blacken/d Colours, and diminiſh'd Luſtre 51; ; 
My ſelf have on my; elf commenc'd a War, A : 
Reaſon gives back;-and-Reſolution ſhrinks, P 
And all the Rehel in me ts che dag. | 5 
I am in Chains, Villeroy, a Woman's Chains, | 
Weak as the weakeoſt Slave that e er was yet 
Caught by a Look, a Feature, or an Air; [* 
Yes, EY Pavgiter haunts my Soul, bn! 

, u O12 7 [ Villeroy . 
Whatever Sport3i Anett or Retreat, | | 
It ſeeks for Refuge from the fair Intruder: 

For Beauty like a Spirit ſteals its Way, 

'Thro every Fence and Fortreſs of the Mind, 

And in the ſtrong Idea till retains F 
The diſtant Perſon, and the Gazer's Heart. | 

Vill. How ! s Daughter! ſure e er now 
The Prince of Conde has eſpous d the Fair, {[4fide. 
But it is now of moment I conceal it, | 
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King, But why ſhould Love be falſely e 


That * ro We. the Glory of a Man? 
As the ſuperiour Paſſion of the Mind, - 
Be it the ſuperiour Privilege of Kings, 
The Foremoſt of Mankind. [Have I not read, 
That all thoſe mighty Sons 4 who ſhine 
In Hiſtory, io fam ti for great Exploits, 
And Battels never loft; have > yielded there ? 
MOEN I Coe ML 
racie to my 
If Love-a Weakgels be, pe 7 in ac 4, 
Let their Examples then extenuate mine; 
Vill. Falſe: Argument, weak Error of the = 
Excuſe me, Sir, unworthy him that ſhews | r 1] 
Shall he whoſe Will is Fate, whoſe Nod N 
To all the Tributary Nations round, 
one unbridled Frailty fully al! 
s Harveſt of 'accumulated Glories, 7 / 
Undo the Labours of twice rwenty Years, 9 7 
And now When every Eye ſtands gazing on, 
Thus tumble from the Preiploo-of Fame? © 
Let not victorious Henry ſtoop ſo low. 
To varniſh Oder his own by ather's Faults; 5 
Be it his Pride, to copy wiſely out 2 17 
The greateſt Actions of the greateſt ea, © Ee) 
And where they err, his Glory@o difſene.”. 
King. Villeroy,” no more, you torture me in wan. 
I am aſham'd' to look into my ſelf,” 
To find how mean, how impotent 1 am, 
Ho fal'n, how much unlike what once Fr Was. 
Oh Anthony, thou great a—_— y Victor! 
- Like thee amidſt the Fluſh [ — | | 
I drive on Rocks, and languiſh for en 
Bound in a ſecond Cleipatra's Charms 3 | 
8 But with this zuſter Difference. as the firſt 
With Female C and with 'borrow*d Help, - 
'Deriv'd her wicked Power from magick Aid; 
Mine with a laviſh Stock of Nature's Bounty, 0 
1 2 | ' ne 
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VUnconſcious of her Charms, puts gayly forth 

A fair Variety of guiltleſs Luſtre, 

Shines without Art, and kills without 8 Ke 

Edd e 

greater is raiſe to le t | 

King. Such: Praiſe but few —— dare merit wel 

Or fewer yet deſire: Oh tempting Rinn 

But J will break the Charm, 1 A 

The uſeleſs Title of a ſetter d King A 

Nor ſway the Gallick Empire, ber, yer . INS 

The Power to ſway the Empire o'er myſelf. 

Could I do this? And wherefore could rot? 

This I enjoin my Soul, (great Enterprizel) 

To make the Tel and Standard of its Glory. 

Yes, Villeroy, I will dare reſolve on Freedom, 

Let Love and Beauty ply their ſtrongeſt Art, 

Againſt each potent Spell I'll man my Hearr, 

Redeem the Monarch from the Lover's State, 

And W Board number That. * 
eum. 
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SCENE IV. 
Bontillon ſolus. 


T is 3 Friendſhip's Bette Tie 

No longer ſhall amuſe me on the Rack, 
With the vain Comfort of an honeſt Wretch : 
Let Virrue dictate to the Stoick Mind _ 
Self-ſtriyings, Patience, Abſtinence; and Pain, 
I cannot brook the taſteleſs — ; 
I burn, and muſt allay the 25 
Let Sin be fatal, and be Love a * 

It is a glorious Way of Signing Rare, 


be \Trhgedy: of | * 


So ſtrong, ſo rich the Motive and Reward. | 
Let Ve ſme have her Heart, Il heave him chince,, ' 
Supplant his hoping unſuſpecting Blindneſss, 
And take his place myſelf: Sweet impious Thought 
But ſee ſhe comes,” the damning Fair-one - nA 
With pointed Eyes, and Arbitrary 
= prompt, to edge, and juſtify my Guilt * 
A will attack her out on every ſide,” ' - 

ur out all my Pains, and by the Heat 

Of row Suman, gf force * * * kind. 


* On t a troubled Main do we enibark, 
When firſt we enter on the Stat& of Love? 
One conſtant Series of unconſtant Tides, 
Mixtures of Doubt and Hope attend us all : 

Th' Unhappy live in one continual Curſe 

ever-craving, never-quench'd 'Defire ; 
The Happy, (it we ſuch may happy call, 
Whom Fortune flatters with her Syren Tongue) 
Find every fickle Hour their Tortures too, 
Their Fears, their Griefs, their Jealouſies, and Wants. 
No more myſelf, I wander up and down 
In ſearch of ſomething, but I know not What, 
27 et methinks *tis Vendoſme that I ſeek. 

here's the Duke Bowilon ! LI of him 

Ob fond Impertinence of Woman's Love 1 
Inquire the Health ànd Welfare of his Friend, _ _ _ 

Boil. Happy the Subject, were the Subject Love, 
That does ſo well employ Loviſa's Thought ; 3 
10 52 the Lover that ſo well ſucceeds, 636d 

o gain his proſp'rous Suit admittance "there. 

_ Flattery, my Lord, becomes a. Courtier” $ 

0 
And non The doubt, have learn*d the modiſh Vice. 

Baul. Louiſa, now you do à willing Wrong 

N to yourlelf aud me, to think chat Love 


4 
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(For who can gaze on thee, and not adore? 7 

Can ſpeak a Language foreign to its Nature, 

Or Beauty like your own wants power to awe / 

The wily Courtier's Heart, and fix it true. 
 Lewiſa, Alas! my Lord, I came nor nen zo bear 
The Praiſe of "fine or the Sighs of Lobe: 
All diſtant from my ghts, 1 would enquire 7 


. wr 
5 — wi — — BY 
** * . . . 


Of you his Boſom- Partner and his Friend, 2 50 — 

When you had ſeen WEED 3 1 21 0 
Bow Math viii DSI ml 

Does ſhe come here to ſport upon my Pains 1 


And to upbraid nie ned er the —— Thought | 

Of broken Faith and violated Pri © 1 Wal = 

'The Duke of Vendyſmey aden „ een | 
Lou iſa. Tes, my Lord, TB * 1599 * fn 


I nam'd the Duke 1 1 ven nen 36 

Bouill. Then, Lokiſa, ot: or eovinie -N 

The Duke of — „ an em ien Ua 
Louiſa. My Lord Boilillun, fla I Hi TH 

I do not- underſtand your 2a 1 b 1 1401) bu! 

Unleſs you mean by Friendſhip's Union; 

Yourſelf'a ſecond Vendoſm Gee. 
Bowil. Oh Damnationns nn 

Still will ſhe ſtrike on that ungrateful ene 0 


2 make me by ſevere Reflectioſi ſes 02 
ure I abhor, my ſelf a Villain 5 0 
* 2 now go ab Tes, fair Louiſa,, 
To thee,” to thee I'll be the | Duke of Vaideſme; Je 
At leaſt with Vendoſme s Eyes III view thy Beauties, * 
And pay em (Heaven and Eartli atteſt od Vows 1 
Heart, a Soul as full of Love as his. 
Loiiiſa. Is this the Duke Bon ilun, Vendbſme' 8 Friend? - 
; _ No, I diſclaim the Alliance, ee — i 
he Vows, the ſlight: e that oppole . 
Love's nobler Paſſion, deny me thee : 4 


Jas this, thou charming Cauſe of all my Guilt, 


his Jacrikcing all the World holds dear, 8 


** - 


This Wreck of Virtha Friendſhip, Faich _ n 
Convince:thy Pity, argue on my ſide, 


To what a fierce Extravagance I love. 


Loniſa. Why do I thus by hearing ſhare thy. Suk? 
Are theſe the nobleſt Fropbies you can boaſt, 


A perjurꝭd Honour, and à Traytor Heart? wk 


What then muſt Love on Friendſhip's;Ruins ae? 


No, falſe Bhiilon, no, the Man who dates 


(8 So near the, kindred Paſſions: are ally d ꝰ) 

When truſted and believ'd, betray the tne, b 

Throws hindelf our unworthy of the other. off) eo 

gui vilivg ad fr n Exit Loũiſa. 

Bowil.. i O aha Curſe and Puniſnent of Sin © | 

I am immers d too dreply to return, 

Doom'd to oy oe forward, tho I ſee che Guiph, 

That menaces my Fate, to ruſh upon it. 

Louiſa drives me there, Loviſa's Beauties 


Shall 7 37 me an Atonement for my Ruin. uG dT 
I 


Still will I then purſue her, ſhe may change, 
And crown me n her Arms a happy . 
goind E91 0E e "CHEE! 211 
Since Women 4 the nobler Sex a We, 97 
And bind in magick Chains the treeborn Soul, 
Coyly they fly us when they know we're faſt, 
Protract our Toils a while, but yield ar laſt; 3 

Whoſe Fate it is to love, tis his to bear 
Th' uneyen Tempers of the ſtubborn Fair, 


Not curſe his Stars, or think his Hopes oerthrown 


By one harſn Word, or inauſpicious Frown, 


Wiſely to weigh their Charms with their Difdain, 
And for the e e n tay preſent fag 
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ACT mn SCENE L 


The Bj Nuntio, and Foe other 
"Im CL OS | elit 9, 


SINCE, En Friends, and Fellow- 
: 2 Safferers al © 
aa; Withone conſenting Heartof general Woe 

You feel the Church's Ruin, and your own; 
Here we aſſemble, that each loyal Son,” 
Each daring Paſtor of our ſinking Fach 
May give his well-known Grievances tull Vent,” 
Nor is it fitting we aſſemble here ATR. 
For the poor Comfort only to complain, 
To ſigh like Doves one heartleſs mournful Nite 
But to conſult how we may mourn no more, 
And turn our pꝓreſent Injuries on thoſe, 
Who ſmile to ſee the Day ſo near their own. + 
 Nunt. Ay, Sirs, in a Convention form'd like rv; 
Compos'd* of righteous enterprizing Spirits, 
Eccleſiaſtick Souls, and Sons of Rome, 
Wbat Reſolutions may we not e 5 | 
Worthy ourſelves, and worthy of our Cauſe? 
Why, what a paultry Figure would it make, 
When told in Times toe come, to our diſgrace, 
"That a Cabal of Prieſts, a Set of Men 
From every other People fam'd the firſt 1 
For ſure evenge, and Steddineſs of Counſels/ 

2H} E 2 Nov * 


Now when a tottering Church, a ſlighted Power, 
And all that can inflame a Prieſtly Breaſt, 
Summons the lazy Genius on its guard, 
And thunders Vengeance to the deafen d Ear, 
With Tears debated, and with Fears reſolv'd d? 
If you ſhed Tears, let them be happy Omens 
Of all the Tears of Blood our Fes ſhall weep. 
I 2 No, Reverend Father, here are none but dare, 
As tar as Hope can waſh; or Thought can form, 


* 


To ſecond their Complaints with Hearts of Vengeance. 


Propoſe che glorious Means, and curs d be he, 
Ten thouſand Church-Anathema's his Doom, 
Who ſhrinks from leaguing in the pious Scheme. 
Nun. Then hear, ye honeſt true- born Sons of Rumę, 
Hear, and applaud this Dawning of Succeſs 


3 
With what induſtrious Zeal I have advanc'd _ 
'The Means for our Deliverance : Since I here 
Reſided Nuntio from the Holy See, | 
It chanc'd one day, that I remark'd a Youth 
Walking demurely with; a ſullen Port, 
A downeaft lowring diſcontented Brow, 
And dark with every Feature of Deſpair, _ 
Angry at all, and mutt'ring to himſelf ; 
Him with a willing Heart I entertain d, 
ads d him a proper Inſtrument to form 
or any deſperate Enterprize in view, _ 
And better than my. Hopes, I find him out 
To be-State-mad, Rehbgioully ſick ;  _ | 
All of you know how. well we may improve "1 
The Lees of Education ſettled thus 
And work our Wills upon. the Bigot Youth. | 
Biſp. Well have you choſe, this is indeed a Tool 
Worthy the ſubtle Stateſman's niceſt Care; 
Where he may puſh the Danger from himſelf, 
And act his Miſchiefs by a {ſecond Hand. 


® - : 


This is an Engine for our preſent Work, 


Looks it pot, Brothers, with a lucky Face? — ⁊ 
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— not this Henry's. Predecrſſor fall 
he ſharp Malice .of a Friar's Hand, 
A — Boll that itch'd ta live in Fame Y — 
Why may not this, upon our preſent re 
That Foſterer of Hereticks, and Source BY if 
Of all our Chureh's Grievance; act again_'- 
* Friar's part, and ſtrike a ſecond Blow. [all, . 
Al Priefts. There ſpoke the Heart and Purpoſe of us 
Nunt. I will produce him then: i'th er N 
By my Appointment, he attends our Call; 
I'll — him in: Break to him your Intent, | 
I'll anſwer on my Life for the Succels. [Exit Nunti. 
Biſh, It he comes up to his Deſcription full, 
We need but ſpur the young Enthuſiaſt on, 
With Views of Fame, and Promiſes of Heaven, 
And he engages firm without a Pauſe. _ 


The Nuntio returus With Ravilliac. 4 

Nunt. Come forth, Ravilliac, if thou ſtill maintain j 

A Soul that labours with the Nation's Groans, ' 

That feels with a Religious Chriſtian Ire 
Each ſad Infringement on our Church's Right: 
Haſt thou a Heart of Vengeance, as opens 

To act as to complain, to dare as talk, 


To this Aſſembly make the Motion out. 
Ravil. Yes, Holy Chis of our afflicted Church, 

Loung as I ſeem e Years have I with Care 

— br in Politicks myſterious School, | 

d each Maxim, Turn, and Tide of , 

With deep Reflection, and a, curious Exe, 

The Publick Weal my own : then think not now 

My Soul a Stranger to our preſeny Griefs ; 

Fathers, it burns as hot as any here. 

Indignant I behold a 

Pervert the great Commiſſion that he holds, 

And'countenance the Vice he ſhould eraſe ; | 


Whilſt by Canine from 1 the The rote e 
1 f Fierce 


, , * 


Q |; 


Fierce as an Iinandation Schiſm pours 
And overthrows our pure Eſtabliſh'd Fe -r 
Nunt. Then think, brave Catholick, true ni 
Our Gountry?s' Honour, and our Church's Pride, 
How many pious Bleſſings wait the Hand 
That ſhall attempt the Remedy, and free 
By one auſpicious Blow the ſuftering Land, _ 
Ravil. I take the glorious Hint, that 21 bs mine - 
Yes; with a niggard Breaſt Ito myſelf 
oroſs the gteat Atchievement, — the Praiſe, . 
Biſh. A Praiſe'refin'd, exalted, and divine, 
Beyond th" Ambition of a common Toil; 
Such, Praiſe as Martyrs reap,” or Saints 3 
Shall crown the holy meritorious Dee. 
Be ſpeedy and reſolv'd, nor doubt th* Event: 
Our Church ſhall mark thee in the ſacred Liſt 
Of her beſt Champions, and her foremoſt — 
Who would not venture on this glorious Puſh, 
Life but the Hazard, and the Purchaſe Heaven 7 
One Act like this atones an Age of Sins. 
Be ſecret, to abſolve thee be our Care: 
What may be Murder deem'd from other Hands, 
In us our Function ſanctiſies as Juſtice. 
Ravil. Conclude it done; L am as firmly 6 
As Oath could bind, or Conſcience can Wok e 
Let Time and Opportunity preſent, 
With a ſure Hand I'll make my Contract good, 
_ x our in new Lite — Henry's Blood. 


( Exeun. 
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WIA ſhould the Bondman Aruggle with bi 


When . wok Efforts add the heayier Load, 
wen 
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He NRIH IV. of :EQnce. 
When thinking 9 70 * only . oe 
With aggravated Fa hat he is? 541 
Am By ing, hn — a Tower. a 
To judge and N a poor Sub ject's . 
And none to cenſuxe, judge, or puniſh 4 * 1 
Oh frai il abandom d Monarch, royal Blavel, - 7 
All, claim, Right. to ju 20. Page a e bee baby 
For Puniſhment no added Pains 1 4 74 
My Crime itſelf is Puniſhment LN: n 
My Aeeless Titles blaze but to blay , 1 lis a 
My Weakneſs Fuller. to - public Eye 
Charlatta ire en ls my Sake her ? _—_ 


I Ho the canno be po * 
And yet I-know, 8 ccaſe to l Ve . int bern 
My; Nehmen, tranſtory. Dream,, 

8 or one moment, and the. next forgot: 


leayen] find out ſome Meme Feb els 
Or give me , or 8 k 


O11 OM PBL 


* ts 420 


dnn ge Charlotta. 
gent rrre's! 
F K 0 1 4 to place my ne Giick tee, f 
A momentary Bora 5h rom Deſpair, 
But ſtill to me, as krupt Wretch, 
One Miſery ſeldom comes- 00 the Wond 
Takes flying Fortunes part, each thriving Knave . 
Puts forxh an envious Hand to keep him Een 3 
Each place looks dark, and gloomy as myſelf, 
And Keeps the Face of Horror ſtill ſees me : 
What Friend bur Death ſhall my Afflictions court? 
he Cloſe of Life the ſureſt Cloſe of an 
fatal Day of Marriage ſcarce expir d, 


The Monarch-Husband ſhews Vs Tyrant- eb 


he K 


pond net 2 


l = - A - +—— aw — 
— — . — 
— — . = 
—— — — 2 vl — ——ũ— —4 — — — — —— — — — . — — — — 
— 


| 


. Trely of 


- He marks me vith a fiery jealous E 
And holds me Leah in "is ſullen Want : 
Hah ! Angels my Oaard, the King is here! 
[She ferne King, dn 1 
King. Jes, Madarn, is the ele but . 
. 5 


In al the fierceſt ooh 
Low humbled at you Peet a 
Why do you mock me witk the Rev. King, 
Hor” ro infult me on my oft Ge fey _ 
And triumph in the ot er you ha Are. 
Charl. Why will my } Royal a chus Aeg 
To do my Akclels — Conduct Wrong? 140 
Oh, Sir, if thefe'unhappy Charms have wor 


An undeſigning Victory, on chem g * 


(And I will join you in the direful Muſk) 
Unload a choufuitt Curſes of 
J did what Duty forc'd, I heard your ws, - 


With all the ji Return that I could make; 


J gave you Pity, tho I could not Love. 
King. That, that undid me, Pity was my Curſe; 
'The ſeet- tongu d SHren- Charm that = — on 
Thro a deceitful — of flatteri O ATT 
But thee, my Fair, no more l rde — TY — 
No, rather on my own rebellious Heart, . N 
My guilty Paſſions, and my vicious e 1580 
On aught but thee, Charlorta, charge the 
Chas Oh Virtue, Virtue, wh af, thou ſupport 
A 'Tryal ſo ſevere? Unhap King ! 
Thou know ſt but little of Feen 8 1 : Lu. 
I can out- number with thee Groan for Gren, 

I burn, no 00.1 celp pair e 

| King. yall my Hopes ſhe weeps! coltly Drops} 
How, were chay Tears of Love, ny I be bleſs'd! 
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And call thee Cruel ard Ungtatefal ſtill: 
No, if a broken Heart has Claim enough 
To merit this Return, they ſhall be mine 3 
The watry Tribute ſhall be al] my own ! 
Char. Aſide] Ve Guardian Pow'ts! look down on my 
Is Pity baniſh'd Your Divine Abodes, [ Diſtreſs L 
That You with-hold Your needful Succouts now ? 
King. No, I will court thee on a lawful Claim; * 
Nor thall my former Marriage bar that Hope? 
Conſent, and be my Bride, this very Hour 
The Prieſt ſhall make us One in ſacred Bands, 
And Wedlock conſecrate the Legal Joy. © © 
Ch.Witneſs,Ye Pow'rs ! how pleas'd, could lembrace 
What now a ſad Neceſſity demes ! 
Be filent Love, and let my Griefs reply.  Ldfide. 
Now, Sir, I muſt remind You, that You err 
To a ſevere Extravagance indeed ; 
You fink beneath the Majeſty, that ought 
To bear You up thro” ev'ry Scene of Life, 
With ſuiting Grandeur, and a Royal Pride. 8 
For Shame! let Glory fummon You from hence; j 
(Thar I muſt ſpeak ſodiftant from my Soul! ) As. 
I am too juſt, too generous, to derive. 
A mean Advantage from my Mafter's Chains. 
No, Sir, You ſhall not find me Woman there: 
I meet my Triumph with a bleeding Heart, 
And will rejoice, nay, aid to ſet You free. 
King. Charlotta, but ] (aid 1 would not blame thee, 
How many Tyrants might I call thee now ? 
Thou know'ſt, I am as able to perform 
All the Hercultan Labours o'er again, 
Level the Alps, to turn the Danube's Courſe, 
Or take from Fire its Quality of Heat, 
As to diſlodge thy Image from my Breaſt : 
Why do You then impoſe the endleſs Toil ? 
' Char, You ſee not, Sir, how much I am Your Friend, 
1 love You, and in This evince my Love: | 
| F You 
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34 The Tragedy f 
You ſue a Beggar-Beauty to Your Bed, 
Already Rich and Honourably fill'd : 
You lay before my Eyes ſuch dazling Spoils 
Of rifled Majeſty, and ſully'd Fame, 
As make the Victor bluſh. Indeed, I love You, 
And would not have a baſe, licentious World in 
Say, to my King's Diſgrace, That He, whoſe Name 
Strong as his foremoſt Enſigns, puſh'd Succeſs, 
Made Armies ſhudder, and their Chiefs turn pale, 
Whom Swords have fear'd, and Dartsflew pointleſs by, 
Was thus tranſpierc'd, and vanquiſh'd by a Glance. 
Your Virtue ſuffers, if Your Flame ſucceeds ; 
Then judge how much 1 by denying, love; 
To prize Your Honour, whilſt l guard my own, 
King. Off Honour! Pride of Majeſty, be gone 
Tumble thou Empire from thy Golden Height! 
Fade all ye pompous Diadems of Pow'r ! 
Let me have Thee in lieu; a trivial Loſs, 
O Love! the Ravage thou haſt acted here! 
O Royalty! thou glitt'ring pageant Load, 
Or fly thy miſerable Wearer's Shame, 
Or learn him to dare ſomething that deſerves thee. 
Yes, Madam, I muſt take Your cruel Counſel; _ 
Some happier Rival-Suit may claim Your Ear, 
And I intrude ; But Fl] from hence remove: 
O that I could with equal Steps from Love 
ME 6 e 
Char. Go where thou wilt, ill-fated Royal Lover, 
Indulge thy Griets, alone thou ſhalt not grieve: 
Let Poiſon, Racks, and Daggers tear thy Frame, 
My Heart ſhall bear thee Company thro' All, 
And nobly triumph in ſuperior Tortures. 1 
. [Prince of Conde coming forward. 
Pr. Arè Fortures, Racks, and Poiſon Nuptial Sounds? 
Sweet Hymeneals for a new- made Bride ! 
No ! Racks and Daggers are for Him, thou Trait'reſs, 
"Whom you have drawn to your polluted Bed, FE, 
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And cozen'd in, a Cov'ring for your Luſt. — 


Nay, do not ſhake with a diſſembled Horror, 
Nor, as my Reaſon doubts not, but you are 
A perfect Miſtreſs in your Sex's Arts, 
Think to elude me with a ſpecious Look 
Of Innocence, Surprize, and virtuous Rage: 
The Artifice is ſtale ; I've ſeen and heard 
Enough, beyond Suſpicion's pale Diſtruſts, 
To damn me with the Knowledge of my Fate. 
Char, Art thou my Husband ? 
Prince. Sink, ſink, dire Remembrance! 
Be blotred out the Time when firſt 1 ſaw thee ! 
Periſh the Hours that aided to my Shame, | 
And witneſs'd when I woo'd thy treach'rous Charms 
Curs'd be my Blindneſs, and thy own Deceit ! 
Curs'd be thy Father, when he gave Conſent ; 
'The Prieft that join'd us in the fatal Tie, 
And All that were aſſiſtant to my Ruin! 
Char. Think not I gave thee that deteſted Name, 
(For now I dare to own that I abhor thee) 
To draw thee into Pity for a Crime | 
My Soul as much with honeſt Pride diſdains, 
As to aſperſe me with th* unmanly Slander, 
Betrays thy own both villainous and mean. 
Prince, Then you will brave it out 
Char. Vile Monſter ! Wretch! 
Almoſt beneath Reſentment or Diſdain ; | 
Since my ill Stars have doom'd thee to the Pow'r, | 
Now Lord it on, and exerciſe the Hysband 
In ev'ry furious Quality of Vengeance. 
Since you have ftab'd my Fame, behold my Breaſt 
Thus open, thus impatient for thy Sword. 
Nay, — kneeling will I beg the cruel Mercy : 
There, pierce the next, the kinder, leſſer Wound: 
Thou ſay'ſt, that I have wrong d thee ; prove it Here 
Here juſtifie thy Charge. The Sin lies now 
Heayy on me ; if now unpuniſh'd then, 1 
| : F 2 I live 
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FE live to fin again, it is thy own. 


Prince. Thou canſt not ſurely be confirm'd ſo deep 


In the lewd Trade and Cunning of Intrigues, 
As to out-face me that theſe Eyes were blind, 
Theſe Ears have loſt their Faculty, and all 
Gave falſe Reports, all faulty but thy Virtue ! 
No leſs a Suiter than the King Himſelf? * 
Then you may well be proud; His Pew'r, no doubt, 
Can gild and countenance the lawleſs Jays * 
Char. Go on as far as Jealouſie can drive thee, 
Writhe to and fro with Thought corroding Anguiſh: - 
Be that the Juſtice that my doubted Fame 
And bleeding Reputation ſhall inflift. © 
Clear in my ſelf, I ſcorn to give Reply, 
Or make a falſe Suſpicion wear the Face 
Of Truth, by fondly ftriving to confute 
The weak Chimera's. of a poiſon'd Brain, 
Since you diſtruſt me once, diſtruſt me nul; 
Let thy-own Mind thy own Tormentor be, 
And on * elf renten thy Wrongs to me. 


e Go, thou black Pattern of thy ſubtle Sex; 
Leave this dull Tool, this Husband to his Shame. 
Go to thy am'rous Sports again, and hug 
The Royal Letcher in thy wanton Arms. 

The King! — Ay, there Reſentment. myſt be mute. 
O had another, potent as Himſelf, | 
Unguarded by the Sanction of that Name, 

Dar'd to invade my Property, my Tongue 

Had then been filent, and my Sword had'ſpoke ! 
Vet, I have Her, that Strumpet of a Wife; 
There ſhall my Vengeance ſtrike a double Blow: 
Yes, ſhe ſhall ſuffer ſtrangely for them both; 
Whg! n r Him, in Wee, fler. 


Enter 


[Exit. 
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Ene Count | Montmorency. 


Mont. „ My Son, I come upon a Father's S 

To know This Cloud of Grief, and whence the Cauſe, 
Now when,my Daughter promiſes thy Love I 
A Virgin Banquet on thy Bridal Night. 

Prince. Millions of burning Engines carry on 

A fiery Devaſtation throꝰ my Breaſt. 
Hah! who art thou, that with this hoary Gule, 
This venerable Villany, com'ſt here,. 

To chafe my Wounds, and play upon, my Tocrues? 
Doſt thou thus gravely. ask the Cauſe 2 Thy ſelf 
And thy perfidious Daughter. know't too well. 

«Mont. What dar'ſt thou mean? I counſel thee be- 
My Houſe's Honour, and my Daughter's Fame, (ware; 
Will not admit this Licenſe of thy Madneſs. 

Pr. Periſh thy Houſe, thy Daughter, and thy Self! 
Why did you lay this Train of Horrors here? 
Doſt thou bid me beware? I ſay, Give her, 

Thy Falſe, thy Strumpet Daughter, that Advice: 
Go, caution her to keep her Body pure, 

Nor glory in a rank adult'rous Bed. 

Mont. This is too much! We ſhall indeed deſerve 
Th' injurious Scandal, ſhould 1 longer brook 

Thy infamous Reproaches unchaſtiz'd. 

In me my injur'd Daughter's Virtue arms, [ Draws. 
And with the Name of Villain thus defies thee. _ 
Pr. Put up thy feeble Sword; thy Death, Old Man, 
Would only blunt my nobler Stretch of Vengeance. 
Go, bear this welcome Meflage to thy Daughter ; 
Tell her, I ſhall not come to Bed to Night ; | 
She may provide her Man, and whore ſecure. 
Aon. Unworthy of thy Blood, thy Birth or Name, 
Doſt thou traduce her with a Traitor's Tongue; 

But ſince thy Coward Baſeneſs has declin'd 

To don me open Juſtice with thy Sword, 


rn 


38 The Tragedy of © 
Tu have my Pauſe of future Vengeance too. 
q s — [ Exit. 
Prince. Thou doft miſtake ; my real Injuriesblaze 
Too fierce, to let me pauſe upon Revenge: 
No, ſhe ſhall rather die Ten thouſand Deaths, 
Than live another's Boaft, and my Difgrace. 


Thus, ſteering bomeward, with a ſwelling Mind, 
With a rich Cargo, and a flatt ring Wind, 
The greedy Sailor counts his future Gain; 

When, on a ſudden, ſcomring oer the Main, 
Some ſtout-mann'd Pyrate, trembling he deſcries, 
Chaſe with a threatning Sail, his Golden Prize, 
What can he chuſe ? On what can he rely? 
Fight him be muſt not, and he cannot fly : 
Loath to enrich his Rival by his Fall, 
He ſinks his Treaſure, Veſſel, Self, and Al. 


- 


The End of the TIA D Act. 
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WWW NN 
ACT w. SCENE I. 
Nuntio and Biſhop. 


None panes: I like the holy Motion well, 
The Spirit of our Cauſe muſt be kept warm, 
We muſt work on with a religious Fury, 
Take hold on ev'ry Prop, Device, or Fraud, 
Howe'er unjuft, unwarrantably vile, 
The Practice may appear to common Eyes, 
To reach the glorious Goal of our Defigns. 
Delays too oft create a Lethargy, 
The conſtant [flue of a vulgar Plot, 2 
Form'd by mechanick Heads of drowſie Lay- men: 
We who have ſanguine Views, and Souls confirmd 
In the myſterious Principles of \ I; 
Can weave our Scheme ſo fine, that he who dares 
Inquiſitively tread th* ambiguous Maze 
In Search of our Deſigns, ſhall fink himſelf. 
The Prince of Conde, and the proud Bouillon, 
Both diſcontented league in one Revenge; 
There, as you well adviſe, we work the next. 

Biſh, Not that our Cauſe can need their puny Aid, 
But *twould be glorious Miſchief, great Succeſs, 
To make them both (fince they are both, tis plain, 
Secret Abettors of this upſtart Faith) 
The Inſtruments of Ruin to themſelves, 
And the pernicious Faction they eſpouſe. 
But ſee, where cloſe, in amicable Port, 
Hugging each other on their new Alliance, 
The vengeful Nobles come. a 


* 


* 
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Nunt. They oy com indeed : 

Methinks, as when from far, with cruel Jo 

The Eagle meditates his diſtant Prey, * 

My Heart, with an Alarm of proſp'rous Gladneſs, 
Leaps at the future Miſchief it intends em. 

Let us ithdtaw ſome Diſtance hence, where yet 
23 we may attend their Conference. 

LExeunt. 
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SCENE ll. 
Conde and Bouillon. 9 . 8 


Cond. L — * Py the happier Scenes of Lite, 


om mutual Profits, and from ſocial Joys 

Conf ett League of eaſie Friendſhip; 
We from the ſtrongeſt, 1 tl unhappieft Cauſe, 
Commence Alliance; and engage our Souls, 
As equal are our Wrongs, and our Complaints, 
To equal ſpeedy Meaſures for Revenge. 
The King, O Heaven! that e'er I ſhould have Cauſe 
To charge that ſacred Character with ought 
That bears th* Injaftice he has offer'd me ! 
Bur injur*d me he has; in me, Bouillon, 
The Subject and the Husband ſuffer both. 

Bou. It is enough, we know that we are wrong ' d, 
Both of the fav'rite. Jewels of our Souls; 
Rifled, deſpoil'd by Violence and Fraud, 
Thou by our Monarch, and by Yendoſme — l. 
Shall we remain thus ſmarting with our Wounds, 
Yet ignorant or flow to ſearch the Cure? 
Fix but the Means, what dares not one like me 
Attempt, in Vengeance for neglected Love? * 

0 
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You know the State and Genius of our Land; 
There is a potent Party, ripe for Arms, 
Diſpirited they ſeem ; but tis for want a 
Of due Protection, and a proper Hedda 
Let but the Prince of Conde once appear, 


Twice Twenty thouſand Men ſhall own his Canfe; L 


And with their faithful Swords relate his Wrongs. 

Con, Now thou indeed haſt calld forth all wy Soul 
To the ſevereſt Touch. ' O Loyalty ! | 
O Honour! All my Obligations there 
Are cancell'd by my Injuries. Hah, Friend ! 

Tel), tell me, now my Soul is hot with Rage, 
Moulded for ew ry Enterprize of Vengeance; 
Say, ſhall we fly from hence, and rouze once more. 
The diſcontented Hugonots to Arms? 

That, that will look like Vengeance; Hah, Bouillon! l 
Bon. Reſolv'd; let Conde lend, Bouillon 's fix d 
To hazard All upon the Glorious Caſt. 
Hence, eer the þlabbing Tongue of noiſie Rumour, 
Or dull Suſpicion, give the leaſt Alarm: 

Quick let us fly the Court, and City too- 

The Reaſon, for our Flight (if ſo tis cad) 

Win be beſt render d at an Army's Head. 

Con, Now, Thought, be ſtill; I would not have thee 
The leaſt untimely Penitence within me; Craile 
Remorſe and idle Tenderneſs ſhall nom 
Be utter Strangers to my deſart Soul: 

Or, if Thou ught wil) be roaming, let it la7 
0 The blacken d Image of my Wrongs before me - oo 
Freſh let em riſe, and to my View preſent © ' 
The wanton King, and my adult'rous Wife; « 
Then will I join thy Counſels with à Soul 
Abandon'd to each Method of Revenge. 
I haye the horrid full Idea now ; 
Death ! even now the amorous Pair indulge 
The lawleſs Raptures of a lewd Embrace, 
Wantoning, gloating each the other o'er, 

8 


3 
4 : —— 
1 


- 
—— ——— ND Wo ¶ — — 
— —— 


: n 
„. a Ee nie, 


= 
3 | 
— 


* „L - 2 — 
— — — 


. Ed 


: __—_ 
_ wo 


42. The Tragedy of . 
Proudly. thaw brave it in the Bye of Day 
And call me-ftupid Cuckold to my Face! 
Bouillon, take me hence, my Sword ſhall part them. 
Bou. Come then, away, my Lord; Bouillon feels 
The jealous Agonies of injur'd Love, 0 
To as ſevere Extremity as You. 
Con. Thoſe Agonies then ſpur us to the Field, 
Give Edges to our Swords, and puſh Succeſs. 
Let Boys forgive, and daſtard Souls endure, 
We will revenga che Wounds we cannot cure. 
| Fan: 


SCENE III. 
EN Nuntio and Biſhop return. 


Nen. ere let the ſhallow Politicians = 
Fret, rave, and foam, and bluſter in high 
T Sh Words, | 
4638 lies their Talent, for Deſigns they'y ve none; 
Or if they have, they run not quite ſo deep, 
But may be fathom'd with but half an Eye : oy 
Spirit they have, — and may it drive them on 
To all the pleaſing Miſchiefs, that our Church 
Can wiſh this Knot of Heretick Oppoſers. ad ? 
Biſh. But mark'd you whence their Grievances pro—- 
The King has been too free with Condes Wife; 
Bouillon's Quarrel is a Love -G tud ge too; | 
And that's, you know, the Principle from which 
— Theſe brisk high-mett1/d Blades form all their Actions; 
Hence Youthful Chiefs revolt; from hence ariſe 
6 Diſcontents, and Civil Wars ; 3. 5% 
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by 


Henry IV. of France. 
Hence do thoſe Storms take Birth, that prove ſo oſt 


The Fate of Monarchs, and the Wreck of Empires. 


Nunt. Right, Love's their Maxim, as Religion ours: 
Yet tell me who, the braveſt of them all, 
Tho” fierce Reſentment boils in ev'ry Vein, 
Can puſh his Vengeance with a Churchman's Spirit? 
Ard yet, ſo much my Soul delights to hear 
The Claſh of Diſcord, and the Sword of Ruin, 
Should one of theſe fierce talking, threatning Heroes 
(Since on themſelves they point their Civil Rage) 
Dare ſame prodigious Miſchief, could I hug 
The uſeful Villain : nay, for once, almoſt 
Run Counter to the Tenets of our Church, 
And give the Rebel Heretick his Pardon, 


Biſh. Tuſh, let em act or purpoſe what they pleaſe, 


Reſolve, break off, agree, or diſagree, 
Or carry their Reſentments on, or take 
A cool Refleftion, and a ſerious Pauſe ; 
Already have we div'd into enough 
To ſerve our preſent Cauſe, and ruin them : 
The King and Conde's Wife, there, there's our Mark 
Our Pulpits may from hence make glorious Uſe, 
Shew forth the Royal Sinner, and his Vices 
With all the blackeſt Turns of ſharp Reflection, 
Our much - fam'd Jeſuit Eloquence can reach; 
Thus frighten from his ſide the People's Hearts, 
And cloud his Luſtre in the publick Eye, 
Then take him off unpitied, unbeloy'd. 

unt. The ſooner the deciſive Blow is ſtruck, 
The ſurer, and the ſafer for our Cauſe. 
The diſcontented Nobles Flight from Court 
Aſſures Sueceſs, and intimates, Strike now ! 
Who will not take the Odium all from us, 
And throw the undiſputed Guilt on them? 


As for Ravilliac, him 1 doubt the leaſt ; 3 


E'en now he's blaming the too tardy Hours, 
TC 
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And panting to be regiſter'd a Saint. 
But bold, — lL hear tht unwelcome Steps of "SAY 
TR tend this e # *Tis fit we diſappear. 


TL BE #* S 


DLE xeunt, 


eue, oi ir te ScSe- 
8 c E NE IV. 
 Vendoſme and Louiſa. 


0 "22 the Glory of my Father's Reign, 
By thy own Beauty, and by Vendoſme's 
Thy Boots are 8 as thy Fears unkind. (Love, 
Bouillon fled diſguſted from the Court, 

Falſe to his Friend, his Country, and his King, 1 
Is puniſh'd i in his own diſloyal Breaſt : 

Friendſhip's difſolv'd, thoſe Adamantine Ties, 
That might have daſh'd my Joys in Love and Thee, 


Vend. 


He has broke firſt, and left me free to act 


As Love ſhall dictate, and my Hopes inſpire. 

Lou. Fendoſme thou think'ſt tis vain for me to * 
To hide a Weakneſs thou haſt prov'd too fa; 
Yet let me tell thee, I am ſtill reſoly'd. | 
To be ſo much the Miſtreſs of my ſelf, 

So far by Reaſon ſway'd, and Vireue rul'd, | 

Een in this Height and Guilt of fooliſh Love, 

As to prefer my Honour, Fame, and Peace, 
Before the Lure of idle Joys, to Which | 
Thou thus invit'ſt me with a flatt' ring Tongue, 
Firſt let Bozillon to the Court return, 

And be your antient Amity renew'd,. | 
Before Louiſa ſhall reſign her Han 
' Yend. Should any but Louiſa thus reply, 

Thus with upgenerous en diſturb 15 
FY 1 
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The whiter Proſpect of a Life of Love, 
How could 1 cenſure what I dare not now? 
But thus far I muſt ſpeak, for now indeed, 
Now when Bouillon, when my Rival Friend 
Has put it from his Pow'r to wrong me more, 
Theſe Scruples wear an inauſpicious Face: 
It looks, as if you mourn'd Bozillon*s Loſs 3 
At leaft, forgive me if I judge amiſs, 
Theſe cool Delays, theſe weak Evaſions bode 
The fainting Symptoms of declining Love, 
To the deluded, the unhappy Yendoſme. 
Lon. Now you pull off the Vizor you have worn, 
And ſhew me what you are, a perfe& Man, 
Bred up in Guile, and practis'd in Deceit. 
Falſe Sex! and falſeſt Yendoſme ! this the. great 
Return from him, I fingled from a Crowd 
Of thronging Suitors, of the foremoſt. Rank 
That France could boaſt, or Virgin Beauty draw! 
This the Reward Louiſa might expect 
For all her kind Attention to thy Vows, - - 
Her eaſy, generous, too believing Goodneſs ? 
E'en now, too tender of a worthleſs Wretch, 
My ill paid Generoſity was prov'd, 
When | declin'd thy proffer d Vows of e 
Oppos d a Heart that lov'd thee but too well; 
Unwilling to involve thy Houſe or Thee 
in the attending Conſequence of Ruin. 
Vend, What ſhall 1 ſay to juſtify my Soul, 
And ſhew my Fair how much ſhe has miſtook me? 
Lou. Say nought, or ſay, at leaſt, that thou art falſe, 
And then I may believe the cruel Truth. 
But be thou what thou wilt, yet falſer ſtill, 
Henceforth l' ſtudy to repay thy Wrongs, 
Recover back my Heart by ſtrong Reſentment, 
And learn to oa thee elf, or love thee los, 


45 


out Vendoſme, ſoles. 


Piend. Diſtraction how abandon'd is that Wretch 
Condemn'd, like me, to be a Slave to each 
Capricious- Humour of this giddy Sex ? 

And yet Louiſa is Alas! my Soul | 
That feels her Chains, can beſt explain her Pow'r. 
Yes, I muſt love the: Charmer : ; and, by Heav'n, 
Spite of thee. jealous Humours, ſhe deſerves it. 

| [A Flouriſh bebind the Scenes. 
The King and Court approach: They muſt not find 
This unbecoming Lethargy about me, 


SIS DIE ae 


8 C ENE V. 
The King, Villeroy, Roſoy, and 


other Courtizrs. 


[The King and Villeroy 8s telling together.] 


King. 
f yet thro? ev'ry Station I have born, 

Or in the Council- Chamber, or the Camp, 
My Soul may make this Boaſt, To have ever ſtood 
Above the weak Aſſaults of a Surprize; 3 
As freely will I own, This News, Villeroy, 
Bore down my Guard, broke on me with a Shock 
As ſtrong as unexpected. 

Vill. Tis indeed - 
The Cauſe of general Wonder, ak they took 
This ſudden ſtrange Reſolve, nor left behind 
Their * or Reaſon: for their Flight, 


King. 


Oth fled Poſt ſj peed from Paris ! By my Crown, 


* 
* 
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King. From this was our Surprize ; for know. Villeroy, 
That common Notion in the World, call'd Fear, 
That Curſe of Villains, Hypocrites, and Slaves, 
Henry diſdains to be acquainted with. | 
If, as it ſeems, they're falſe, and dare revolt 
From their Allegiance to my Crown and Me, 
know the Pow'r and Duty of a King, 

And dare chaſtize the Treaſon and the Traitor, 
Have you no Notice of the Rout they took? 
Vill. None in the leaſt as yet. 
King. I do ſuppoſe gi 

That their Intents are (for they muſt be ill) 

To ſpirit up the Hugonors to Arms: 

Send out for ſure Intelligence; till then 

Our Meaſures of Purſuit muſt be deferr'd. | 
Vend. Should they but make, (as Heav'n forefend 

they ſhould) | 

The leaſt Attempt againſt their Country's Peace, 

Your Majefty ſtands ſafe, Your Cofters full, 

A ftrong and loyal Army at Command, 

To check Rebellion in its Infant Riſe : 

They only ſink their Party and themſelves; 

King. Vendoſme, I tell thee, That I rather grieye, 
That they ſhould forfeit their Allegiance thus, 
Than with the leaſt alarm from their Deſigns, 

When Juſtice arms our Cauſe, to doubt Succeſs, 

1s to diftruft that Providence, that holds | 

The Balance of the World, and weighs Events 

In golden Equity's unerring Scales, i 
But why? why now, my Schemes when almoſt ripe, 
My Levies full, and general Treaties form'd, 

With half the leagued World's confederate Arms, 
To propagate the Chriſtian Cauſe, and lop 

The vaſt Expanſe of Pow'r, the o er- grown Bulk 
Of the incroaching Ottoman: Why no, 
Muſt 1 decline the Enterprize, againſtt 
My own unnatural Subjects turn my Force? 
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Theſe 
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Theſe * Toils, O Pow'r ! and cheſe hs Cares 
That reach the Monarch, and embitter Empire. 
My Friends retire ; thus Tuffled, thus fatigu'd, 

My Mind ue end a _ to be alone. | 
: [ The Courtiers go out. 


@* 4 


King, ſolus. 


King. Said Alone? Alone I cannot be; 
My buſie Thoughts, that hurry up and down, 
And travel thro? Varieties of Woe, 
Are Company too much. lam a King! 
I know it well! no fuller Proof I need, 
Than the fuperior Burthen that's aflign'd me. 
Two Factions diſcontented with my Reign, 
Both Hugenots and Catholicks my Foes. 
But ſee! ſupport me, Ever-watchful Powers, 
That make the Guardianſhip of Kings Your Care ! 4 
A far more dreaded Foe to Henry's Peace, | 
Than Catholick, or waar comes here. 


Enter Charlotta. 
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* hin Your burden gracious Monarch for aWretch, 

That dares this un-al}6w'd Intruſion here: 
Nor had I now preſumꝭd it, but my Griefs, 
Such Griefs as have a privilege to Boldneſs, | 
To Orders deaf, or by Refpett unaw'd, 
Oblig'd me to the melancholy Duty, 
To open to Your Soul a Scene of Woe, © B&M 
(Wretch that I am, fo long to have conceal'd it! * 
That equally concerns Your Self as me. 
O that my falt'ring Tongue might be excus'd 
Th' ungrateful Subjett, and my Tears unfold _ 

In dumb expreſſive Eloquence, my Heart! 
King. Now by my Love, this Prelude of thy Tale, 


Has quite unftring'd my Nerves of Reſolution; bh 
n 
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Unconſcious of ought Ill, I ſhudder yet 
With Apprehenſion from | know not what. 
But rid me of this Miſery of Doubt, 
And if I muſt be tortur'd, let it be 
From certain Dangers, and a real Cauſe. 
Char. Then look upon Charlotta, know from her 
The threatning Danget points at Henfy's Head. 
King. From her already have I ſuffer'd all 
The fatal Inſults of a cruel Beauty; 
My ſharpeſt Agonies of proſtrate Love, 
My Vows, my Proffers, Promiſes, and Prayers, 
Repuls'd with Pride, and thwarted with Diſdain: 
And are there, barb'rous Fair! more Tortures till 
To plague this Royal Wretch, this Love-ſick King? 
ch. Why, cruel Fate l and thou, more cruel King! 
Why did You firſt purſue this lawleſs Flame? 
Why form ſuch Vows, or preſs ſuch looſe Deſires, 
Which conſcious to Your ſelf, it ſtood not juſt , 
For Virtue to receive, or me to hear 
Attend the ſad Events; —— Charlotta comes 
A mournful Herald of the threatned Vengeance, 
Why did You ſeek to alienate my Heart, 
And meanly plot on her that was Another's ? 
What have my Griefs diſcover'd ? and to whom? 
Upon my Knees I ask Your Royal Pardon: | 
Forgive the Heat of this ill- manner'd Frenzy 
I am the only Guilty, I, who heard | 
Your Vows with too, too gentle a Repulſe ! 
I am the Trait'reſs, who foreſaw the Fate 
Your furious Paſſion. drove on, yet was flow 
To warn You timely of the hidden Shelve. 
On me, Ye Pow'rs ! Your gather'd Vengeance fall! 
As was the Crime, the Puniſhment he mine 
KR. Still doſt thou lead me thro' a Maze of Doubt, 
My Paſſions all alarm'd, and Thoughts as dark 
As the benighted Traveller's, whoſe Mind 
Strays into Horrors, and ftarts back from Shadows. 
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Thou haft indeed prepar'd me for the worſt 

That Fate can menace, or thy Griefs forebode. 

Solve me this Knot, and utter forth thy Soul; 

Yet is there one unhappy Article, 

1 would adviſe thee friendly to omit : 

Sure, or my Apprehenſion ran too far, 

- And brought me falſe Reports, thou cidft, tits, 

But pray unſay that part, — thou wert Another's. 
Char. It is ſo true, that to deny it now, 

Would be but baſely to deceive You on : 

It is as true, as that Charlotta's doom'd 

The moſt abandon'd, miſerable Woman, 

That ever yet was ſentenc'd, barter'd, fold 

To an unequal Match, and bated Bed : 

As true, as that the Prince of Conde is — (News! 
King. Whirlwinds and Thunder drown . direful 
Ch, That fiery, vengeful, ſurly, jealous— Husband, 

Who grown ſuſpicious on our Wedding-Day, 

Lay lurking for Intelligence, and mark'd, 
ith a ſeyere Conſtruction, when You laſt 

Came to enhance our mutual Miſeries, 

And ſigh forth Vour unhappy, fatal Paſſion. 

To him, by my ſtern Father's dire Command, 

Was Loblig'd to yield my Virgin Hand ; 

And thus am I requited ! He it is, . 

That threatens Deſolation and Revenge. 

R. Diſtraction! this was that one dang'rous Secret, 

That my diſtruſting Thoughts declin'd to ſearch. 
Char. Hah ! does a Monarch tremble ! Well may I, 

A poor defenceleſs Woman, give a Looſe 

To every riſing Break of frantick Horror. 

Thus given up to Scandal's buſie Tongue, 

Unrjuſt Reflettions. or malicious. Pity, 

My Vutue murther'd, and my Honour ftab'd ; 

Are They then loſt, and mal My Self ſurvive 2 

No! ttis a Thought below my Sex, or Me; 

I "ER live dilgrac'd, and date be PP ret 

| Rather 
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Rather to other Worlds for Refuge go, 
That Aid, I found not here, to ſeek below: 


Let all their thouſand ſeveral Tortures glare, 
*T will be a Variation of Deſpair, 


And can't exceed my own; —— I'll venture there. 


The King, ſolus. 


King. If, as Philoſophy lays down the Maxim, 
The real Greatneſs of a human Soul, 
Muſt, &er its Value's known, be try'd like Gold, 
Purg'd of its Droſs, prov'd Standard by the Furnace 
Of deep Afflictions, and refin'd by Fire; 
Who can ſupport the Trial? He who dares, 
(Spite of theſe rigid Rules of learned Dotage) 
Throws of his Being, and is more than Man, 


The Prince of Conde Sink, Heart-racking Subject! = 


That Name has rais'd a Wild-fire in my Breaſt, 


And ſet me on a Blaze; reviv'd ſuch Thoughts, 
As I would give my Empire to elude. - 


Before miſtaken Pride let Glories ſiy; 

Let Splendors glitter to the flatter'd Eye ; 

Let, with a greedy Hand, the Wretch in Stats 
Graſp the falſe Bounties of deluſive Fate; 

Survey, with brutal Joy, or wanton Eaſe, 

The Spoils of War, or Luxuries of Peace. 

He, he is bleſt, (O were that Bleſſing here!) 

Whoſe Thoughts are one pure Calm, and Conſcience clear, 
Unclogg'd, he ſoars above the Reach of Woe, 

And looks with Pity on the World below. 


LExit, 
The End of the Fou RKTRH ACT. 
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Exit Charl, 
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Ide King and Villeroy. 


Ning. IS it confirm'd yet, that the fly ing Peer 

oy wh Took diffirent Routs ? band at 
Fill. There is a Rumour, Sir, 

The Prince of Conde is to Bruſſels fled, 

Bouillon to his Caſtle of Sedan. Ft 
King. Villeroy, 1 well remember, to thy Praiſe, 

Theſe Twenty Years haſt thou ſtood faithful by, 

And kept thro' eyery Scene of Royal Life, 

Both in his publick and his private State, 

A bold, a Critick's Eye upon thy Prince: 

A ſtern Remarker of my ſeveral Paſſions, 

The Virtues, or the Frailties of my Soul : 

Then, with a Boldneſs worthy of thy ſelf, 

Tell me thy preſent Thoughts on our Affairs; 

Say, Will a Monarch's Dignity allow 

To treat with Rebel Subjects, or propoſe 

My Pardon to the Fugitives, on Terms 

Of true Submiſſion, and a quick Return? 

Or, ſhall I let the Sword of Vengeance looſe ? 

Which ſhall I ſhew, my Juſtice, . or my Mercy: 
Vill. His Paſſions labour as my Soul could with ; 

His Danger makes him look upon his Error 

With true Reflection, and with Reaſon's Eye, 

Now, Filergy, now improve the happy Minute, 

At once to ſerve thy Prince, and ſerve thy Friend. 

But | muſt ſearch him deeper, deeper yet, (Sir, 

To work him to his Good Lide J. What, Royal 
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You thus demand, *tis dangerous to obey ;. 

I would preſume — but what can | adviſe ? 

The Grounds of their Revolt as yet unknown; 
Be that demanded ; then, if ought appears 
Worthy Your Mercy, be Your Mercy ſhewn. 
But if (but who would dare ſuppoſe the worſt ? ) 
They meet the Royal Summons with Difdain, 
Then-Juftice is the Mercy You muſt uſe, 

And awe them back by Force to their Allegiance. 

King. Daggers and Hell ! muft I again revolve 
The curſed, curſed Cauſe that drove them hence? 
The Grounds of Cende's Flight are known too well. 

Vill. Hah ! is he come to this! 1 like it much. Aſide. 

King. To me, Villeroy, they riſe in ghaſtlier Shapes, 
Than form'd the Horrors of Meduſa's Head, | 
Frightful to Sight, and terrible to Thought, 

But why theſe Tortures for a Crime unatted, 

A ſelf-revenging Crime, and only plac'd 

In fruitleſs Wiſhes, unappeas'd Deſires? 

I lov'd ; was Love a Crime? I love her ſtill, 

And muſt, ſo ſtubborn are my Paſſions there, 

Were Honour, Life, and Empire all at Stake. 

Why was Charlotta doom'd for Conde's Bed? 

Why were they marry'd ? or, when marry'd, then, 
Why was the Secret kept from me alone? 

Vill. Let him go on, and give the Frenzy way, 
Drive thro? theſe Billows of tumultuous, Thought; 
Theſe Strugglings, if my Soul divines aright, - 
Foretell a calm and fortunate Reſult, LAſide. 

Ring. Then ſhall I condeſcend ? a Monarch ſtoop 
To ſuch inglorious Ferms as are preſcrib'd me? 
Enrich a Subject, and undo my ſelf? 

Compound and barter for the publick Peace 

My own more valu'd private Peace within ? 

It would indeed be generouſly cruel, 

What then ſhall Henry, He, who never yet 

Gave way to Terror, or ſhrunk back from Na 


34 Th Trax of | 
The hotteſt Rage of deſp'rate Fight, the Noiſe | 
Of charging Squadrons, or the Groans of Verb, 
And allthe loud Artillery of War: 
Now ſhall he fear to do a daring Good, 
A juſtice to a Subjett and Himſelf ? 

Vill. Ipity him indeed! Sure, ſure, at laſt 
His Nobleneſs of Temper will prevail, 
3 the ſlayiſh Toil, and ſet him free. [ Aſide. 

Since thus upon a Precipice I ftand 
Wb d0 I pauſe, as doubting which to ry 
Or headlong plunge, or make a ſafe Retreat? 
— Tis done at laſt; T am my Self once more! 

Villepoy, be quick, and execute my Orders, 
By Preca 00 call the Nobles back; 
The Prinee's Pardon's fign'd ; in that beſides, | 
(1judge he fled in Friendſhip to the Prince) 
Include Bouillon: Soon as they return, 
| All Difference thall be heard, and reconcil'd, 

Vill. With all the honeſt Heart-exulting Joy, * 
That Loyalty or Friendſhip can impart, 
1 W to execute the pleaſing Orders. 


[Exit Villeroy. 
Enter Le Broſſe. 


King Hah! who is this, that with officious Boldneſs, 
Thus breaks upon the Privacy of Kings? 
Le Breſſe. Let not thy Anger thus unjuſtly riſe 
On oy moſt loyal Slave ; on one, Oh King ! 
Who bears ſuch Buſineſs as imports thee much: 
Was Royal Henry anxious for his Good, 
Would he attend this Warning of his Pate, 
One who has now a ſtronger Title here, 
Than any Fay rite Stateſman in thy Court. (plain ; 
King. Thou talk'ſt in Riddles, make thy Meaning 
If thou beat'ſt aught of Moment to the King, 


Thou haft che King's Command to ſpeak it out. 
2-5 0 
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L Broſſe. Then hear what thus thro? me profoundly 
In Nature's Secrets, and the Book of Pate. (read 
Taught by an early Converſe with the Stars, 70 
To ſee into Futurity, and judge | 
The diftant Deftiny of Things unborn, 
And Things mature for Action, good or ill; 
By Inſpiration prompted from above, 
By my own watchful Zeal, and boding Heart, 
Thy Guardian Genius bids thee well beware, 
With cautious Thankfulneſs, and full Belief. . 
Doubt me not, Monarch; for on this depends 
Thy Safetv, or thy Fall ; thy Life, or Death 
- Nought leſs this Evening, as the Stars "ne" WM 
Is buſy Fate at work to bring about; 
Dang'rous thy Foes, and bloody their Def 
Again I charge thee, Truſt the fad ar. 
Thou falpſt beneath the Stroke; unleſs thy nor 
Fe baffle, and thy Care avert bh | 
* And am [ then, Ye Pow'rs, reduc'd ſo low; 1 
To ſuffer, unchaſtis'd, the buſy Dotage | | 
Of every dreaming, propheſying Fool, | ö 
To pry into my Deſtiny, and ſearch ales | 
The Planets for Intelligence of State ? 7 
Thou Dotard, theſe Chimæras of mad Brains, 
Theſe proper Subjects to employ a King? 
Hence with thy inſolent Pretenſions, hence; 
Thoſe Stars that blabb'd the Secrets of my Fate, 
Go falſe, or they had ſav'd thy Trouble here f 
They ſhould have then inform'd thee, twas in vain | 
To try thy Wizard Art on Henry's Mind ; 11 
Thou talk'ſt of Dangers, Enemies and Plots; 
Would'ſt thou not have me think thee an Accomplice, 
Thus ſet at Work to fright me from my ſelf, 
Corrupt my Nature, and unman my Soul; 
To fall the eaſier Victim to your Treaſoris ? 


Leave me, I ſay, and plot, or doat, elſewhere, 
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Te Brofſe, 1 go, ſince You command, but O my 
"Tis with a heavy, a reluctant Heart, (Prince, 
To find my honeſt Zeal miſunderſtood, 
My Knowledge lighted, and my Counſels ſpurn'd. 
Thy daring Greatneſs hurries thee too far, 
And blinds thee to thy Danger. Oh! that Dagger 
That aims its Point at thee, and in thee ſtabs 
The Heart, the Luſtre, and the Nerves of France 
I ſee too plain (may once my Science err) 
The ſad Event muſt prove, but then too late, 
The Truth of my Predictions and thy Fate. 
| bp | SR. CExit Le Broſſe. 
King. Let them be true or falſe, tis a Diſgrace 
To aught that bears the Image of a Man, 
Idly to run to Oracles, in Search | 
Of that which of Neceſſity muſt be. 
What will it aid to know the Minute when ? 
Death, like a Giant, traverſing the Globe, 
Qne Time or other's ſure to ſweep off all. 
The truly Great ſhould ſcorn to live in Dread, 
Let this Day, or the next, the Summons come. 


If I at length have run my deſtin'd Race, Ons 
And ſome young ſpringing Heir demands my Place, 
Let Death come on; he ſhall not triumph here, 

That he who makes me yield, can make me fear. 
Unſbock'd, I'll brave this laſt unequal Strife, 

Nor dying, caſt a Blemiſh on my Life, 


Fa 
Exit, | 
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SCENE IL. 


Villeroy, Prince of Conde, Bouillon. 


Vi 28 0 HY Jealouſies were raſh, and grounded ill, 
Imaginary Injuries; the Ki 
Unhappy Paſſion wrong'd himſelf, not Thee. 
Embrace the gracious Pardon, Nobles both 
Whitft Mercy firetches forth her peaceful Hend, 
Be reconciPd to Loyalty again. (Court; 
Bou. That's our Reſolve, our IA, now — 
Stung with Remorſe, by Duty fummon'd back, 
Eer yet our Raſhneſs reach'd its purpos d End, 1 
We came, with all the Wings of conſcious Guilt, 
To throw our ſelves both Suppliants at the Throne, | 
Vill. And you will find a Father for a ds: 
Tender to hear, and eaſy to forgive: 
Believe me, Sirs, you will. 
Prince. Believe 2 Villeroy? 
Can'ſt thou then think that we are ſunk ſo an 
In Guilt's dark Gulph, ſo fetter d with Deſpair, 
As not to dare look up, to dare believe n Un 
There is a Heav'n for Penitence reſer -C d? 
My Wife is guiltleſs; and my King forgives 
The raſh Suſpicions of a tainted Brain ; 
This is my Heav'n: Oh! aid me to ſupport 
The ſwelling Flood of Bliſs that breaks upon me? 
Charlotta, my ſuſpeRed, injur'd Wife, a 
Wich added Luftre, and diviner Charms, 
White as on. ſtarry Nights, the feather'd Snow, 


And ſplendent as at Noon, the Orb of Day; 
With all the Softneſs of a pitying Maid, N 
dan the Rebel Husband 2 her Arms, 


tia 4 
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And hugs me into Extaſies of Love. 


The Tragech f 


' 


(wie 


Fi. Hah ! Who comes here? The Father of your 
Prince. O curs d Return of Horror, Guilt, and Shame! 


What! Montmorency 


? hide me, hide me, Villerey; 


Gape quickly Earth, and ſcreen me from his Sight. 
My Crime, like Lightning, flaſhes in my Face, 
And makes me leſs than Man : 1 ſhake with Doubt, 
* . rr Tortures ny ſelf. 


Enter Coint Ad 
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Mont. Hah! Doſt thou tremble only at 2 Sight ? 
Then think, thou monftrous Cauſe of all my Horrors, 
Thoſe Horrors that my Griefs have now I 
To lay before thy Eyes in blackeſt Pomp, 5 
To damn thy Baſeneſs, and confront thy Guilt:: 
How will thy Soul ſupport the ſhocking Charge, +» 
That calls for Juſtice on thee, Ruffian Lord, 
Thou Ruin of my Daughter and my Houſe! 
Thou Murtherer, thou Pois'ner of thy Wife ! 
Nay, thou ſhalt more than hear it; thy own Eyes | 
Shall juſtify the Truth, and to thy Soul ,-::- v1 
Report the Crime that damns it o'er and oer. 

Prince. Forbear in Words to aggravate my Sin, 
But lead me where the dreadful Scene may glare 
Full in my Face, and witneſs your Report. - 
If true, by all my Guilt, I, on my ſelf 


Will execute what late you demand. 


* „5 * 
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[Exeunt 


[The Scene changes, and di nende Char lotta deal 


her Women mourni 


over her. Montmorency; 


Prince of Conde, Villeroy, Bouillon, Re- enter, 


Montmorency pernting to the dead Body.) © 


There, there, with all the ſharpeſt Self-Reproach, 


That conleious Guilt can raiſe, or this extort, 


Survey 


1 


* 
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Survey the Havock (recent Act of Woe!) 
This villainous Fiend Jealouſy has wrought, __ 
There look thy ſelf to Madneſs; but, alas! 
The Sight 1s too, too terrible for me. 
Exit Montmorency. 
Prince. If poſſible, PII ftare away my Soul ; 


[Staring ghaſt fully upon the dead Body. 
My black, ſelf-laſhing, ſelf-corroding Soul. 


No, I will take a nobler, ſpeedier Way, 


Thou much abus'd, thou falſly blacken'd Whiteneſs; 
hou crying Victim to a Villain's Guilt, 
o do thee ſtice on thy Traytor Husband. | 
Draws his Sword, 224 offers to tab, himſelf. 
Vil. Art thou a Man ? forego this Start of Madneſs, 
s { Villeroy prevents him. 
Enough of Slaughter is already here; 
One Crime can never be aton'd by more: 
Calm Thought, and Reaſon, ſet thee right again. 
Prince. Why doſt thou form a Wiſh ſo much unkind? 
Calmneſs of Thought, and Reaſon, come to me! 
The Two ſevereſt Enemies of Guilt, | 
The dreaded ſure Returns of conſtant Pain, 
Thinking is Hell, and Reaſon is a Glaſs, 
Lu makes me, "trembling, ſtartle from my ſelf, 
By ſeeing my Deformity too plain; 
Bach Blot, each Stain, and Wrinkle of the Soul. 
Oh! Villeroy ! Oh! Bouillon! would you wiſh 
To ſee me happy? wiſh me ever mad. 
My injur'd Monarch, and my murther'd Wife, 
There, as ſhe lies, dige Sight! upbraiding me, 
Stiff in the icy Arms of envious Death, | 
Are Scenes too dark for Reaſon to ſurvey. 
Come whip me, rack me, uſe me as you pleaſe; 


As Juſtice dooms i it, and my Crimes deſerve. 


Unſhock d, all outward Puniſkinents PII bear, 
Let me eſcape the ſharper Tortures here. 
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ee SCENE III. 
e . The. Nuntio.. 


_ Change ſo ſudden, and 01 in fateſeen, 
The Rebel Peers recall'd, and King a pear, 
Almoſt o'erſhoots my Politicks, and — 6 oy 
The deep concerted Meaſures of our Cauſe, 

Tut ripe for Execution: Curs'd, curs'd Turn! 

hat Means can now retrieve it? None but this; 

We muſt diſpatch this Minute, on our Fes 
Or fire the Train, or be. blown up our ſelves, | 
Startled at this damn'd Counterplor of 'Fate, 
I bad Aavilliac ſhould attend me here 
And ſee, the de ſpꝰrate Youth obeys me welI. 
I need but give che Word, the RES dove. AT 


* 


- 
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Enter Ravilliac, 49H Aer 


Raul 1 5 Eminency's Orders l attend. 2 
Nynt. Rgvilliac, as our Church has mark'd thee 
Deputed thee che Glory of her great (out, 
Revenger, and the Strength'ner of her Faith; , 
Nay, we her'rey'rend-miter'd Sons have heard, * 
And witneſs'd to thy Vows; which unperform'd 
Plunge to a certain Hell thy perjur'd Fear. 
If done (as who ſhall dare diſtruſt thee now?) 
Procure thee Abſolution, Fame, and Heav'n. 
I need not ask thee, Whether now prepar'd ? 


(For Souls like thine diſdain a Coward Pauſe) 
This Minute to diſcharge thy ſacred Oath, (Place, 


ay ſtrike this Poniard home co. 1 nou. know'ft the 


| [Giving him a Dagger. 


Ravil, 
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Ravil. In Henry's Heart. 
Nunt. Enough; let it be done; 
q And fear not for thy ſelf: And, above All, 
Stand firm ; let neither Promiſes, nor Threats, 
Extort a mean Confeſſion who employ'd 
Thy righteous Arm, and prompted: the juſt Blow ; 
That will undo the Labour of thy Hands, 
And mar the Merit of the piqus Deed. 
This Ev'ning, as he goes to publick Veſpers, 
Join with th* encircling Crowd, and ſtrike him there. 
| But once again, I caution thee, be ſecret; ** 
| Look on the hifling Flames, or threatning Wheel, 
As on the Tracks to Glory and Reward! 
Quit, with a Martyr's Pride, this meaner World, 
And truſt thy Merits in the nent to Me. 
Ravil. Nor doubt me, nor detain me longer tieve; 
pant to be Immortal Here's the Means: [4 
1 | [Holding out the Dagger. | 
This ſhall my Arm launch forthwith ſure Sena, | 
Or reach the rn 8 Heart, or pierce my own, 
[Exit Ravilliae. 
Nunt. This Bigot Boy, this Neceſfary Tool, 
Has rouz'd me once again with — H | 
To ſee my Mines ſpring well, myelf ſecure. 
The Deed once done, 5 with my ſelf appear 
| Firſt in the Buſtle, loudeſt i in my Griefs, | 
And, if demanded, give my forsmoſt Voice | 
For inftant Juſtice on th' Affaflin's Guilt. 
A double Policy is anſwer'd there : | '1 
Succeſs is purchas'd cheaply with the Ruin FL 
| 
| 
| 


Of one Religious Luk, Now, Fate 
To work ; be quick and bloody as thou wilt! 
But ſome few Minutes paſs, and, lo! agam 


Our Church ſhall trlun pk. and our Order reign. | 


WW. 


N 00 1 8 CEN E. IV. 
Boullon 4 Vendoſme. ! 


Bon O Court regurn'd, and pardon'd by = King: 
_—_ | thou to hear it, . gen'rous, injur d 
Won thou — thy Fugitive again? 4 F mee 
Fendoſme, to thee my Pemitence is due 
The lovely fatal Cauſe, that urg d me n | 
To break the Union ol cemented Hearts 
Forfeit my Vows, and violate my Fai tn. +; 
Shall be the Means to join us one again. n 
Where I moſt wrong d, Il make Atonement there: 
And didſt thou ever feel the Force of Love, 
In all the furious Violence of Wiſhing, 
Paſſions awake, and reſtleſs Night and Day; 
Thou muſt conclude it ample Juſtice done, 5814 
To curb a burning eart, and bid thee now 
Be bleſs'd unrivall'd in-Zoui/a's Love. 
Viend. Bonillon, now be cancelPdall that's paſt; 
Like ſocial Rivers, ſever'd by a Storm, 
We re- unite one Rindred- Stream again. WS " 
This great Conceſſion has'inrich'd me ſo, . 
My Heart knows ſcarcely which to value moſt, 
The Giver, or the-Gift. « wo'not wrong thee, 
But with a laviſh-Gratitude repay | 
A Proof of Generoſity:like this. 


% bus [The Trumpets ſound. 
Jou. Theſe Trumpets ſpeak our Monarch's near 


” H\ 
14 4I 


. 
l ; 


» %+x# 


Approach, 
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. Who has a Heart, but that curs'd Regicide, 


. IV. > Fine. 
[Tht King, Villeroy, Roſny, and Guards, 4s ro 


* 


the Stage. Ravilliac among the Throng, —4 


n «Sits to him. 
FLW doſt thou preſs thus ? 
1 91 a decke Right, 
To offer my Petition to the King. ( Redreſs, 

Come forth, and let thy Grievance have 
Baul. Thus, Tyrant, I redreſs . Grievance here. 

He ſtabs the King. 

King. «Hah, Ruffian ! Thou haft play d thy Part 
Inglorious Deftiny ! ! — But I ſubmit. (too well. 
Life fleets away apace ! its Sluices drain'd ! 
Le Broſſe er true, and Henry falls 


[The King dies: 
9 [The Guards going to kill Ravilliac, Vendoſme forbids em. 
Lend. Forbear you Swords, a Puniſhment too mild, 
Reſerve him for the Rigour of the Kawg is 215: 
Por ſtudied Deaths, and meditated Tortures, 
O bleeding Piece of butcher'd Majefty ! 


"© 
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To s * . 
. : * : 


That can ſurvey thy Wounds, and not partake them? 
My Father, and my King pm Villeroy, Roſuy, 
Why do you ſtand thus nail'd with Horror there ? 
er = fall proſtrate on the Royal Coarſe, 

nd pay your breathleſs Monarch Tears for Blood, 
A The poor Devotion you can offer now. 


Zoſny. Why, VJeudeſme, doſt thou vainly bid us move? 


Have we or Life, or Soul, or Motion left, 
When He, the Blood and Spirit of us All, 

Lies there a Lump of Earth, deſerted Clay ? 

O poor forſaken Country ! Naked France 

Who now ſhall be thy Nas! to gird thee round? 
Who now ſurvives to lead thy Armies forth, 

To fight thy Battles, and maintain thy Glories? 
To board thy any Sweets of fruitful Peace ? 


eg to the King, with a Payer in bus. — 1 


— In melancholy Pomp, and flow-pac'd Grief; 


- The \ Tragedy, &c. Ss! 
Thy Monarch, Husband, Father, Leader did 1 
7 Surprixe & Horror havꝭ choak'd u pam Word, 
Oh! ett Words! what Utterance 
Jhilſt thou, O bleeding Majeſty, ly'ſt ches 
Can equal half thy Wounds, and our Deſpa 2 
Bouil. to Ravil.] Thou honfter! eig 1 8 
cCanſt thou vi / 1 0 _—_ 
The Dev'liſh Scene that thou haſt e e . 
And not ſhrink back with Frenzy at the Thoughe 4 
Of all thoſe dire Varieties of Death, e 
Thoſe Tortures, that ſhall wring from thee the Truth, 
From whence this Helliſh Reflution, grew.? lp, 
Kauil, Thy Tortures threaten, like thy ſel 
I dare confeſs,” and glory in the Deed: | 
Our Church had damn'd the Heretick; anche, 
„ me to puſh her Sentence home. n 
Fend. What! muſt Religion colour oer th 
Hypocrite ! thou Traitor! — Bear him he 
0 o Chains ang Dungeons, till releas'd by Death 
[The Guards carry ee £ 
Bear to che Palace back the Royal Corpſe, - '. 
lx 
Whilſt we, in publick Council firait conven'd, WW. 
Pix the Succeffion, and-th* Aſſaffin's Death. 4; 5 
GY 11148 ; 
| And nom let Fattion fo future, Rave Arburg «>: 11 
Aud know,” That Henry's Fame [urvives: * Fu 
She can no more purſue her bloody Will; + - 
In every Loyal Heart he triumphs til, 
Out. live: bis Wounds, commences there 2 


A re, e Life, "and e Wen 
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